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of his Poem, that 


ROYAL HIGHNESS 


FREDERICK 


Prince of W 4 L E 
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May it pleaſe 2 zur Royal Highneſs, 
M not ſo vain as to think 
this Tranflation, in it-ſelf 
is the 
Name of V 1x61: and the Subject 
muſt exciſe 
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it treats of a Prince, whoſe 
haracter is Humanity and Good- 
ature, I know not! where it could 
e addreſsd ſo properly. He is a 
— all the moſt amiable Qua- 
àa Preſerver of the State 

a Eber of his People; and a Friend 
ind. In this View, I know 
but One Impropriety that can be 
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| bjected to my Offering it to Your 
Rovar, HichxEss; it may be ſaid, 

: that You have ſcarce, any need 

of ſuch a Pattern. I foreſaw that 

Loy Objection; and am glad to own that 


it is a ſtrong one. However, it may 
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with a Character Vou muſt love; i 
and which cannot but be a Fe avou- 
rite with You. 
Pleaſure, as well as with Pride, that 
I beg Leave to offer it to You; and, 
with whatever Eye You view the 


DEDICATION wv 


'Tis therefore with 


Tranſlation, this I promiſe myſelf, 


that Aineas, even tho' in a meaner 
Dreſs than he ought to appear in, 
can ncver be unwelcome to Vou. I 
am with the Profoundeſt Reſpect, 
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Mo * Obedient, and moſt Devoted, 


Humble Servant 
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THE. 


PREFACE. 


| PR not fond of writing Prefaces, but 
Hint it nece 2 to ſa ay a Word or two, 

| to prevent the Reader's ima gining, that 
CES / — to rival Mr. DRYDEN in this 
Tranſlation. There is no Name that 1 have a 
greater and more veal Reſpect for. I look on Him 
with a ſortof HV. dee, e m— that E very 
One muſt havea mean "— 0 f my Trdgement, 
it was ſuppoſed I thought of entering the Liſts with 
that great Patt. I always read Him with Plea- 
fare ;, { read ViRGiL with more Aud the Plea- 
2 the Laiter gave me, led me to divert myſelf, 
ryeng 10 tranfiate ſtveral Parts of bis ENEID, 
wil [I was carried farther than I expefted ; and, at 
laſt fell inſepfibly into the Thought of T; ranſlating 
the Whole. How this Tranſlation is executed, is, 
with all Deference, Submitted to the Publick. There 
was Nothing, I am ſure, of Envy in it; and ſcarce 
any thing even of Emulation. A Painter 0 Fa 
lower Rank, may draw a Face that was taken b 
TiTIAN ; 3 and think * Mending his Hand by 
t, 


8 


wi The PREFACE. 
mt, without any Thought of Equalling his Maſter: 
The very Working on the ſame Subject with ſo great 


a Genius, has often ſerved to ſhow me the — 
rity of his Hand the more Diſtinctiy. 


Ii may be proper to tale Notice here; that, in 
different Places, I have borrowed about Pifiy 
far Sixty entire Lines from Mr. DRYDEN. I be- 
lieve 1 need make no Apology for this Liberty ; but 
rather fear the Reader will wiſh I had borrowed 
4 ba N umber Ke his. Noble * — 


BB: 0 Ea. a EN TL ET 


A 1 
| Firs and Emendations to tlie Firſt Volume. | 
Rook I. Ver. -270. read Seylla's Rocks. OS. Wh” ver. $27. for r. K Il. 
Book III. v. 59. r. Blooms. 1 ver. 877. r. Eren. 
ver. 145.7. antient Ida fland: | ona he 1 
ver. 590. r. You fee. | ver. 963 for „r. With 
ver. 724. r. The Port conceal l ver. 989: Fu. Figs. 
ver. 486. r. My Soul. iel. 


Took V. yer. 218. r. Clear of the Goal, and gains | Book VI. v. 131. for Rape, r. r 4. 


| roomy Sea. ver. 257 f. „ F. G 
ver. 282. r. That in the dangerous Shebves, | ver. 615. r.. the Myrth. 
_ Shallows hung ver. 808. f. Agomies. r. Extafies.: 
ver. 347. for 7 8 Spri bel 5 ver. 1011. f. Shines, r. Burns , 
© ©, ver. 2125 hald, on — * ver. 1231. f. Fame, r. Frame. 
he beflow'd 


As by the . a few Lines in this Work are too long, or too ſhort, the Reader, 7 
may ſee them rectiſiyd in theſe Corrections. As to the few * N 
* 1 | 
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Firſt Book of the ENEID. 


The Sean y, 


The Trojans, after a Seven Years Voyage, ſet Sail for Italy, but are over- 
pure by a dreadful Storm, which Aolus raiſes at Juno's Requeſt. The 
Tempeſt finks one Ship, and ' ſcatters the Reft : Neptune drives off the 
Winds, and calms the Seas. Æneas with his own, and fix more Ships, 
arrives ſafe at an African Port. Venus complains to Jupiter of her 
Son's Misfortunes. Jupiter comforts her, and ſends Mercury to pro- wh 
cure him a kind Reception among the Carthaginians, Eneas, going out | 
to diſcover the Country, meets his Mother in the Shape of a Huntreſs, | | 
20% conveys him in a Cloud to Carthage; where he ſees his Friends 

whom be thought loſt, and receives a 2 Entertainment from the 
Queen. Dido, y a Device of Venus, begins to have a Paſſion for 

bim, and, after ſome Diſcourſe with him, defires the Hiſtory of his 
Adventures fence. the Siege * T roy ; which is the '$ n of the tao 

f followt 18 Books. 


R MS, and 1 Man I ſing, the Firſt who bore 
His widme to . from che 8 Shore; 


, =" Before he reach 4 the fair Lawvinian Coaſt. 
Doom'd by the Gods a Length of Wars to wage, 3 ; 
And urg'd by TJuxo's unrelenting Rage; 3 


=. 


Here ſtood her Chariot, here her Armour lay, 1 
Here ſhe defign'd, would Deſtiny give-way, ; W 
Ev'n then the Seat of Univerſal Sway. 25} 


The Brian Tow'rs, a-Race deriv'd from Tov, 


. 
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Book I. | 


Ere the brave Heroe rais'd, in theſe Abodes, © 
His. deſtin d Walls, and fix'd his wand'ring Gods. 
Hence the fam' d Latian Line, and Senates come, 


„ 


And the proud T riumphs, and the Tow'rs of Rome. 10 


— 
i 


Say, Muſe, what Cauſes, could ſo far incenſe 
Celeſtial Pow'rs, and what the dire Offence 
That mov'd Heav'n's awful Empreſs to impoſe 
On ſuch a pious Prince a Weight of Woes, 
Expos'd to Dangers, and with Toils oppreſt ? 43 
Can Rage fo fierce inflane an heavenly . Breaſt ? 


AcainsT th' Tralian Coaſt, of 3 Fame 


A, City roſe, and Carthage was the Name.; 


A Brian Colony; from Tyber far; W 
Rich, rough, and brave, and exercisd in War. 20 
Which Juno far above all Realms, above 


Her own dear Samos, honour d with her Love. 


But of a Race ſhe heard, that ſhould deſtroy 
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Book IJ. VIRGIL's ANEID. 3 


Who proud in Arms, triumphant by their Swords, 
Should riſe in Time, the World's victorious Lords; 

By Fate defign'd her CAR TH AOR to ſubdue, 30 
And on her ruin'd Empire raiſe a New. 

This fear'd the Goddeſs ; and in Mind ſhe bore 5 
The late long War her/ Fury rais d before 

For Gx RRE with Tzov ; nor was her Wrath reſign'd, 
But every Cauſe hung ai on her Mind; 35 
Her Form diſdain d, and PARTS“ ee roll 7 

Deep in her | Breaſt, and kindle all her Soul; 

T' immortal Honours of the raviſh'd Boy, 

Boe And laſt, the whole deteſted Race of Tx Ov. | 
With all theſe Motives fir d, from Larium fir 40 
She drove the Relicks of the Grecian War: I” 
Fate urg d their Courſe; and long they wander d oer 
The ſpacious Ocean, toſt from Shore to Shore. 

80 vaſt the Work to build ſo vaſt a Frame, 

And raiſe eee of the Roman Name! 45 


Scarer from Sicilian Shores the ſhouting Train 
Spread their broad Sails, and plow” d the foamy Main; 
When haughty Jux o thus her Rage expreſt; 

Th' eternal Wound ſtill rankling in her Breaſt. 


QI 
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Book I, 


TEN muſt I ſtop ? are all my Labours vain ? 50 
And muſt this Trojan Prince in LaTium reign ? 
Belike, the Fates may baffle Juno's Aims ; 

And why could PALLAS, with avenging Flames, ? 

Burn a whole Navy of the Grecian Ships, 

And whelm the ſcatter d Argives in the Deeps ? 55 
She, for the Crime of Ajax; from above i 
Launch'd thro' the Clouds. the fiery Bolts of Jovs ; | 
Daſh'd wide his Fleet, and, as her Tempeſt flew, 
Expos'd the Ocean's inmoſt Depths. to View. | 
Then, while transfix'd,. the blaſted Wretch expires 60 
Flames from his Breaſt, and Fires ſucceeding Fires, 
Snatch d in a Whirlwind, with a ſudden Shock, 

She hurl'd him headlong on a pointed Rock. 

But I, who move Supreme in Heav'n's Abodes, 

Jove's Siſter-Wife, and Empreſs of the Gods, 65 
With this one Nation muſt a War maintain 

For Years on Years; and wage that War in vain | 

And now what Suppliants will invoke my Name, 
Adore my Pow'r, or bid my Altars flame ? 


Tus Grd with Rage and Vengeance, down ſhe flies 70 
To dark Z0114a, from the diſtant Skies, 


Ms impregnated 
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Book I, VIRGIL's ENEID. 5 


Impregnated with Storms ; whoſe Tyrant binds 

The bluſtring Tempeſts, and reluctant Winds. 

Their Rage Imperial Zorvus reftrains 

With rocky Dungeons, and with Heaps of Chains. 75 
The bellowing Brethren, in the Mountain pent, \ 
Roar round the Cave, and ſtruggle for a Vent: 

From his high Throne, their Ft ury to aſſwage, 

He ſhakes his Sceptre, and controuls their Rage; 

Or down the Void their rapid Whirls had driva 80 
Earth, Air, and Ocean, and the Towers of Heav'n. 

But Jo vx, the mighty Ruin to prevent, 

In gloomy Caves th atreal Captives pent; 

Ofer their wild Rage the pond'rous Rocks he ſpread; 
And hurl'd huge Heaps of Mountains on their Head ; 85 
And gave a King, commiſſion d to reſtrain | 


And curb the Tempeſt, or to looſe the Rein. 


Wrom thus the Queen addreſt: Since, mighty Io vx; 
The King of Men, and Sire of Gods above, 


Gives thee, great RoL us, the Pow'r to raiſe 90 


Storms at thy Sovereign Will, or ſmooth the Seas; 
A Race, I long have labour'd to deſtroy, 


Waft to HesvpRIa the Remains of T-xov.. 


———” — — 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n now their Navy cuts the Tu/can Floods, | 
Charg'd with their Exiles, and their vanquiſh d Gods. 95 
Wing all thy furious Winds ; 0 erwhelm the Train, 
Diſperſe, or plunge their Veſſels in the Main. 

Twice ſey'n bright Nymphs, of beauteous Shape, are mine; Ji 
For thy Reward the faireſt I'll reſign, | 
And make the charming De1oPs1a thine ; 2 
She, on thy Bed, long Bleſſings ſhall confer, 
And make Thee Father of a Race like Her. 


Tis Your's great Queen, replies the Pow'r, to lay 
The Task, and Mine to liſten and obey. 
By You, I fit a ' Gueſt with Gods above, | 105 
And ſhare the Graces and the Smiles of Tov: . 
By You, theſe Realms, this Sceptre I maintain, 
And wear theſe Honours of the ſtormy Reign. 


So ſpoke th' obſequious God; and, while he ſpoke, 
Whirl'd his vaſt Spear, and pierc'd the hollow Rock. 1 10 
The Winds, embattled, as the Mountain rent, | 
Flew all at once impetuous thro' the Vent : iy arr; 
Earth, in their Courſe, with giddy Whirls they ſweep, 


Ruſh to the Seas, and bare che Boſom of the Deep: 
Eaſt, 


N 


Book I, VIRGIL's ENEID. 7 
Eaft, Weſt, and South, all black' with Tempeſts, roar, 115 
And roll vaſt Billows to the trembling Shore. 

The Cordage cracks; with unavailing Cries 

The Trojans mourn; while ſudden Clouds ariſe, 

And raviſh from their sight the Splendors of the Skies. 
Night hovers o'er the Floods ; the Day retires; 120 
The Heav'ns Aaſh thick with momentary Fires ; 


Loud Thunders ſhake the Poles; from ev'ry Place 
Grim Death appear 'd, and glar d in ev'ry Face. 


I xN Horror fixt the Trojan aw FW 
He groans, and ſpreads to Heay'n his lifted Hands. 125 
Thrice happy thoſe! whoſe Fate it was to fall 
( Exclaims the Chief ) beneath the Trojan Wall. 
Oh | 'twas a glorious Fate to die in Fight, 
To die, ſo bravely, in their Parents' fight! ge ol 
Oh! had I there, beneath Typipes' Hand, 130 
That braveſt Heroe of the Grecian Band, 
Pour'd out this Soul, with martial Glory fir'd, 
And in that Field triumphantly expir d | 
Where HecToRr fell by fierce AchIL LES“ Spear, | 
And great Sa RED ON, the Renown'd in War; 135 
Where S1M618' Streams, incumber'd with the Slain, | 
Roll'd Shields, and Helms, and Heroes to the Main. 
1 S THS 


85 ph ANEID. Book I. 


Thus while he mourns, the * bern Blaſt prevails, 
| Breaks all his Oars, and rends his flying Sails ; 
The Prow turns round; the Galley leaves her Side 140 
Bare to the working Waves, and roaring Tide; 


While in huge Heaps the gathering Surges ſpread, 


And hang in wat'ry Mountains o'er his Head. 

Theſe ride on Waves ſublime ; Thoſe ſee the n ö 
Low in the boiling Deeps, and dark Profound. 145 
Three ſhatter'd Gallies the ſtrong Southern Blaſt 


On hidden Rocks, with dreadful Fury, caſt ; 
Th' IrATIANs call them Altars, when they ſtood 


Sublime, and heav'd their Backs above the Flood. 
Three more, fierce Euxus on the the Sy R TES threw 150 
From the main Sea, and (terrible to view) 

He daſh'd, and left the Veſſels, on the Land, 
Intrench'd with Mountains of ſurrounding Sand. 

Struck by a Billow, in the Hero's View, 

From Prow to Stern the ſhatter'd Galley flew I5 5 
Which bore OronTEzs, and the Lycian Crew: 
Swept off the Deck, the Pilot from the Ship, 


Go 


Stunn'd by the Stroke, ſhot headlong down the 3 


The Veſſel, by the Surge toſt round and round, 


Sunk, in che whirling Gulf devour'd and drown'd, 266 


Some 
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Some from the dark Abyſs emerge again; 

Arms, Planks,, and Treaſures, float | COON 
And now thy Ship, I.rtontus, gives Way, | 

Nor thine, ACHATES, can reſiſt the Sea 

Nor old AuzTHES his ſtrong Galley faves; 165 
Then Az4as yields to the victorious Waves : : 
The Storm diſſolves their well-compacted Sides, 

Which drink at many a Leak the hoſtile Tides. 


Max time th Imperial Monarch of the Main - 
Heard the loud Tumults in his wat'ry Reign, I70 
And faw the furious Tempeſt wide around 
Work up the Waters, from the vaſt Profound. 

Then for his liquid Realms alarm d, the God 

Lifts his high Head above the ſtormy Flood, | 
Majeſtic and ſerene; he rolls his Eyes; 1751 
And ſcatter d wide the Trojan Navy ſpies, a | 
Oppreſt by Waves below, by Thunders from the Skies, | ö 
Full well he knew his Siſter's endleſs Hate, 
Her Wiles and Arts to fink the Trojan State. 
To Euzus, and the Weſtern Blaſt, he cry'd, 180 
Does your high Birth inſpire this boundleſs Pride, 
Audacious Winds! without a Pow'r from Me, - 

'To raiſe, at Will, ſuch Mountains on the Sea? 

C | Thus 


10 VIRGIL's ENEID. Book I. 
Thus to confound Heay'n, Earth, the Air, and Main? 
Whom I-—but firſt I'll calm the Waves again. 185 
But if you tempt my Rage a ſecond Time, 
Know, that ſome heavier Vengeance waits the Crime. 
Hence; fly with ſpeed; from Me, your Tyrant tell, 

. That to My Lot this wat'ry Empire fell. 

Bid him his Rocks, your darkſome Dungeons, keep, I 90 
Nor dare uſurp the Trident of the Deep. 


There, in that gloomy Court, diſplay his Power, 
And hear his Tempeſte * their 5 870 roar. 


He 12 and ſpeaking chac'd the Clouds away, 
Huſh'd the loud Billows, and reſtor d the Day. 195 
CyMoTHOE guards the Veſſels in the Shock, 

And Tx ITON heaves em from the pointed Rock. 

| With his huge Trident, the Majeſtic Gd 

| 1 | | Clear'd the wild SyrTEs, and compos'd the Flood; 

= | Then mounted on his radiant Car he rides, 200 

And wheels along the Level of the Tides. | 

j | | As when Sedition fires th' ignoble Crowd, 

il And the wild Rabble ſtorms, and thirſts for Blood: 

| | Of Stones and Brands, a mingled Tempeſt flies, 
With all the ſudden Arms that Rage ſupplies : | 205 
| my ht If 
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If ſome grave Sire appears, amid the Strife, 

In Morals ſtrict, and Innocence of Life, 

All ſtand attentive; while the Sage controuls 

Their Wrath, and calms the Tumult of their Souls. 
80 did the roaring Deeps their Rage compoſe, 210 
When the great Father of the Floods aroſe. f 
Rapt by his Steeds, he flies in open Day, 

Throws up the Reins, and ſkims the wat'ry Way. 


Tax Trojans, weary'd with the Storm, explore 
The neareſt Land, and reach the Lybian Shore. 21% 
Far. in a deep Receſs, her jutting Sides DRE 
An Iſle projects, to break the rolling Tides, 

And forms a Port, where, curling from the Sea, 
The Waves ſteal back, and wind into a Bay. 
On either Side, ſublime in Air, arife 2 16) 
Iwo tow'ring Rocks, whoſe Summits brave the Skies; 
Low at their Feet the ſleeping Ocean lies: * 
Crown'd with a gloomy Shade of waving Woods, 
Their awful Brows hang nodding o'er the F loods. | 
Oppos'd to theſe, a ſecret Grotto ſtands, 225 
The Haunt of NzREIns, fram'd by Nature's Hands; 
Where poliſh'd Seats appear of living Stone 
And limpid Rills, that tinkle as they run. 5 449232 
C 2 | No 
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No Cable here, nor circling Anchor binds 
The floating Veſſel, harraft with the Winds. 
The Dardan Heroe brings to this Retreat 
Sev'n, ſhatter'd Ships, the Relicts of his Fleet. 
With fierce Deſire to gain the friendly Strand, 
The Trojans leap in Rapture to the Land, 
And, drench'd in Brine, lye ſtreteh'd along the Sand. 235 
AcHaTas' ſtrikes the Flint, and from the Stroke | 
The lurking Seeds of Fire in Sparkles broke; 
The _ catching Flame on Leaves and Stubble preys, 
: Then gathers Strength, and mounts into. a Blaze, 
Tir'd with their Labours, they prepare to dine, 
And grind their Corn, infected with the Brine. 


230 


240 


EN RAS mounts a Rock, and tlience ſurveys: 

The wide and wat'ry Proſpect of the Seas 
Nom hopss. the ſhatter d Phrygian Ships: to d, 0 
An rTHRUs, or Capys, driving with the nd; 245 
And now, Caicus” glitt ring Arms to ſpy, 

Wide o'er the vaſt Horizon darts. his Eye. 
The Chief could view no Veſſel on the Main; 
But three tall Stags ſtalk d proudly o'er the Plain; 2 
Before the Herd their beamy Fronts they rais d; 250 
Stretch d out in length, the Train "_— the Valley graz'd. 


f | | The 
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The Prince, who fpy'd em on the Shore below, 

Stop'd ſhort - - - then ſnatch'd the feather'd Shafts and Bow : 
Which good Acharzs bore; his Arrows fled ;. | 
And firſt he laid the lordly. Leaders dead; 255 
Next all th” ignoble Vulgar he purfu'd;. c 
And with: his. Shafts diſpers d em thro the Wood: 
Nor ceas d the Chief, till, ſtretch'd beneath his Feet, 
Lay, ſev'n huge. Stags, the Number of his Fleet. 
Back to the Port the Victor bends his Way, 260 
And with his Friends divides the copious Prey. | 
The generous Wine, to crown the genial Feaſt, 
Which kind AczsrES gave his parting Gueſt, 
Next to his ſad Aſſociates he imparts ; 
And with theſe Words revives their drooping Hearts. 265 


FERIEN DSI we kive known worſe Toils, than now we know, 
By long Experience exercis d in Woe ; 
And ſoon to theſe Diſaſters ſhall be givn 
A. certain Period, by relenting Heav'n.. 
Think, how you ſaw the dire Cyclopean Shore, 270 
Heard 80vLLIA's Rocks, and all her Monſters, roar. 
Diſmiſs your Fears ; on theſe | Misfortunes paſt | 
Your. Minds with Pleaſure may reflect at laſt. . 
| | Thro 
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Thro' fuch Varieties of Woes, we tend 

To promis'd LaTium, where our Toils ſhall end: : 275 
Where the kind Fates ſhall peaceful Seats ordain, 

And Troy, in all her Glories, riſe again. 

With manly Patience, bear your preſent State, 

Ate: with firm * wait a better Fate. 


80 1 the Chief, ih hid his: "Oe ent 280 
Hope ſmooth'd his Looks, but Anguiſh rack d his Heart. 
The hungry Crowd prepare, without Delay, F 
To dreſs the Banquet, and to ſhare the Prey, 

Some from the Body ſtrip the ſmoaking Hide, 
Some cut in Morſels, and the Parts divide 285 
Theſe bid, with - buſy Care, the Flames aſpire ; 
Thoſe roaſt the Limbs, yet quiv'ring, o'er the Fire. 
Thus, while their Strength and Spirits they reſtore, 
The brazen Cauldrons ſmoak along the Shore. I. 
| Stretch'd on the Graſs, their Bodies they recline, 
Eajoy the rich Res agg ow the gen rous Win. A 


a 


* 


Tux Rage of 8 quell, hes pelt away | 
In long and melancholy. Talk the Day ; 

Nor knew, by Fears and Hopes alternate led, 
Whether to deem their Friends _— or 4” 295 
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Apart the pious Chief, who fuffer'd moſt, 
Bemoans brave Gyas and CLoanTrus loſt: 


For Lycus” Fate, for Auvcus he weeps, 
And great OxonTzs, whelm'd beneath the Deeps. 


Now, from high Heav'n, Imperial Jove ſurveys ado 
The Nations, Shores, and navigable Seas ; 
There, as he fate, inthron d above the Skies, 
Full on the Lybian Realms he fix d his Eyes. 
When, lo! the mournful Queen of Love appears; 
Her ftarry Eyes were dim'd with ſtreaming Tears; 305 
Who to the Sire her humble Suit addreſt, 
The Schenies ke Fate reg. in his Breaſt. 


| On thou! uk Gened, and eternal 54h 
Aw'd by thy Thunders, Men, and Gods 
What have my poor exhauſted Trojans « he? 310 
Or what, alas | my dear unhappy Son ? 
Still, for the Sake of ITaLy, deny'd 
All other Regions, all the World beſide ? 
Sure, once you promis'd, that a Race divine 
Of Roman Chiefs ſhouldſpring from Tzu czx's Line; 315 
The World in future Ages to command, 
And i in their Empire graſp the Sea and Land. 
Lo, Þ | Oh. 
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Oh! Sov'reign Father, fay l what Cauſe could move 
The fixt unalterable Word of Jovs ? 


Which ſooth'd my Grief, when II ron felt her Doom ; 320 
And TROY I balanc'd with the Fates of Roms. 
But ſee! their Fortune ſtill purſues her Blow; 
When wilt thou fix a Period to their Woe ? 

In fafety, bold Ax TENOR broke his Way 
Thro' Hoſts. of Foes, and pierc'd: th' Hyyriam Bay, 325 
Where, thro! nine ample Mouths, TI¹MAVv us pours, 1 
Wide as a Sea, and” deluges the Shores; * 
The Flood rebellows, and the Mountain roars. | 3 
Yet with his Colonies, ſecure he came, 
Rais d PapuAa's Walls, and gave the Realms a Name. 330 
Then fix'd his Trojan Arms; his Labours ceaſe ; = 
And now the hoary Monarch reigns in Peace. 

But we, your Progeny, ordain'd to riſe, 

And ſhare th' eternal Honours of the Skies, 4 
To glut the Rage of One, our Veſſels loſt, 3327 
Barr d by her Vengeance, from the promis d Coaſt. 
theſe the Palms that Virtue muſt obtain ? 
And is our ire thus reſtor d again? 


Tux Sire of Men and Gods, ſuperior, {mil'd 
On the fad Queen, and gently kifs'd his Child, 340 
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Then, with thoſe Looks that clear the clouded Skies, 
And calm the raging Tempeſt, he replies. 
Daughter, diſmiſs your Fears; by Doom divine 

Fixt are the Fates of your immortal Line. 

Your Eyes Lavinium's promis'd Walls ſhall fee, 343 
And here we ratify our firſt Decree. 

Your Son, the brave E NE AS, foon ſhall = 
Himſelf a God; and mount the ſtarry Skies. 
To ſooth your Care, theſe Secrets I relate 
From the dark Volumes of eternal Fate: 350 
The Chief fair ITar y ſhall reach, and there 

With mighty Nations wage a dreadful War, 

New Cities raiſe, the ſavage Natives awe, 

And to the conquer'd Kingdoms give the Law. 

The fierce RUTULIAaNs vanquiſh'd by his Sword, 355 
Three Years ſhall LATIUM own him Sovereign Lord. 
Your dear AscaN1vs then, the Royal Boy, 

(Now call'd Iiitus, ſince the Fall of Txovr) 

While thirty rolling Years their Orbs compleat, 

Shall wear the Crown, and from Lavinium's Seat 360 
Transfer the Kingdom; and, of mighty Length 

Raiſe tow'ring A L B a, glorying in her Strength. 
There, ſhall the Trojan Race enjoy the Pow r, 


And fill the Throne three hundred Winters more. 
D IL14, 
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IIIa, the Royal Prieſteſs, next ſhall bear 365 
Two lovely Infants to the God of War. 


Nurſt by a tawny Wolf, her eldeſt Son, 


Imperial Ro uu us, {hall mount the Throne; 
From his own Name, the People Romans call, 
And from his Father Mars, his riſing Wall. 370 
No Limits have I fixt, of Time, or Place, | 

To the vaſt Empire of the Godlike Race. 

Ev'n haughty Juxo ſhall the Nation love, 

Who now alarms Earth, Seas, and Heav'n above; 

And join her friendly Counſels to my own, 375 
With endleſs Fame the Sons of Roux to crown, 
The World's majeſtic Lords, the Nation of the Gown. 


This Word be Fate—an Hour ſhall wing its Way, 


When Tor in Duſt ſhall proud Mrcznas lay. 

In Grazer, AssaRAcus his Sons ſhall reign, 4380 
And vanquiſht Ax eos wear the Victor's Chain. | 
Then Caxsar, call'd by great Iurus Name, 

(Whofe Empire Ocean bounds, the Stars his Fame) 
Sprung from the noble Trojar: Line, ſhall rife 

Charg d with his Eaftern Spoils, and mount the Skies. 385 
Him, ſhall you ſee, advanc'd to theſe Abodes ; 

Ador'd by Ron; a God among the Gods. 


From 


 * 
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From that bleſt Hour all Violence ſhall ceaſe, 

The Age grow mild, and ſoften into Peace. 

With righteous RzMus ſhall Quirinus reign, 390 
Old F AIT E, and VEST, ſhall return again; | 
With many a ſolid Hinge, and brazen Bar 50 
Shall Janus cloſe the horrid Gates of War. 

Within the Fane dire Fury ſhall be bound, 
With a huge Heap of ſhatterd Arms around; 395 
Wrapt in an hundred Chains, beneath the Load 
The Fiend ſhall roar, and grind his Teeth in Blood. 


Tus Thund'rer faid; and down the Acrial Way 
Sent with his high Commands the Son of Mar; 
That CaxTHAGE may throw wide her friendly Tow'rs, 400 
And grant her Gueſts the Freedom of her Shores: 
Leſt D1Do, blind to Fate, and Joyz's Decree, 
Should ſhut her Ports, and drive them to the Seca. 
Swift on the Steerage of his Wings he flies, 
And ſhoots the vaſt Expanſion of the Skies. 405 
Arriv'd, th' Almighty's Orders he performs. 
Charm'd by the God, no more the Nation ſtorms 
With jealous Rage; in chief the Queen inclin'd 


3 


To Peace, and mild Benevolence of Mind. 


D 2 | ALL 


One of my Siſters wand'ring o'er the Field, 
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ALL Night involy'd in Cares ENEAS lay, 410 
But roſe impatient at the Dawn of Day, 
To view the Coaſt, the Country to explore, 
And learn if Men, or Beaſts, poſſeſt the Shore, 
(For wide around the gloomy Waſte extends) 
And bear the Tidings to his anxious Friends. 415 
Beneath a ſhelving Rock his Fleet diſpos'd, . 
With waving Woods and awful Shades inclos'd, 
Two glitt ring Spears he ſhook with martial Pride, 


And forth he march'd; AchArES at his Side. 


As thro the Wilds the Chief his Courſe purſu d, 420 
He meets his Goddeſs- Mother in the Wood; 
In Show, an Huntreſs ſhe appear'd, array'd 

In Arms and Habit like a Spartan Maid ; 

Or ſwiſt HARPYALYCE of Tuyrace, whoſe Speed 
Out-flew the Wings of Winds, and tir d the rapid Steed. 425. 
Bare was her Knee, and with an eaſy Pride 

Her poliſh'd Bow: hung graceful at her Side. 

Cloſe, in a Knot, her flowing Robes ſhe drew ; 

Looſe to the Winds her wanton Treſſes flew. 

Ho! gentle Youths, ſhe cry'd, have you beheld 430 


= | Sa Girt 


— 
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Girt with a ſpeckled Lynx's vary'd- Hide, 

A painted Quiver rattling at her Side ? ; 

Or have you ſeen her with an eager Pace 

Urge with full Cries- the foaming Boar in Chace? 435 
None of your charming ” Siſterhood (he ſaid) 

Have we beheld, or heard, oh! beauteous Maid. 
Your Name, oh | Nymph, or oh! fair Goddeſs, ſay? 
A Goddeſs ſure, or Siſter of the Day, 

You draw your Birth from ſome immortal Line, 440 
Your Looks are heav'nly, and your Voice divine. 
Tell. me, on what new Climate are we thrown ? 
Alike the Natives and the Lands unknown ; 

By the wild Waves, and ſwelling Surges toſt, 

We wander Strangers on a foreign Coaſt, + 445. 
Then will we ftill invoke your ſacred Name, 5 


\ 


And with fat Victims ſhall yours Altars flame. 


No Goddeſs awful Name, ſhe ſaid, I bear; U 
For know, the Tyrian Maids, by Cuſtom, here, [ 
The purple Buſkin, and a Quiver wear. 450 


Your Eyes behold AGznor's Walls aſpire; 
The . Punick Realms ; a Colony from TyRE. 
See! wide around, waſte Lys14a's Bounds appear, 


Whoſe ſwarthy Sons are terrible in War. 
| | From 


* 
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From her fierce Brother's Vengeance, o er the Main, 455 


From TTR E, fled Drpo, and enjoys the Reign: 
The Tale is intricate, perplex'd, and long ; 
Hear then, in ſhort, the Story of her Wrong. 
SICHAEUS was her Lord, beyond the Reſt 
Of the Phenician Race, with Riches bleſt; 
Much lov'd by Dipo, whom her Father led 
Pure, and a Virgin, to his nuptial Bed. 
Her Brother, fierce PYrGMALIoN, filld the Throne 
Of Ty RI, in Vice unrivalld and Alone. 

Ev'n at the facred Altar in a Strife, 
By ſtealth, the Tyrant ſhed his Brother's Life ; 
Blind with the Charms of Gold, his Fau'chion drove, 
Stern, and regardleſs of his Siſter's Love. 

Then, with fond Hopes, deceivd her for a Time, 

And forg'd Pretences to conceal the Crime. 470 
But her unbury'd Lord, before her Sight, BY, 
Roſe in a frightful Viſion of the Night: 
Around her Bed he talks ; grim | ohaſtly l pale 

And, ſtaring wide, unfolds the horrid Tale 

Of the dire Altars: daſh'd with Blood around; 475 
Then bares his Breaft, and points to every Wound ; | 
Warns her to fly the Land without Delay ; 

And, to ſupport her thro' the tedious Way, 


Shows where, in maſſy Piles, his bury'd Treaſure lay. 


\ 
460 
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Rous d, and alarm'd, the Wife her Flight intends, 480 
Obeys the Summons, and convenes her Friends: 

They meet, they join, and in her Cauſe engage 
All, who deteſt, or dread the Tyrant's Rage. Ee 
Some Ships, already rigg d, they ſeiz d, and ftowd 
Their Sides with Gold ; then launch'd into the Flood. 485 
They fail; the bold Exploit a Woman guides ; 
PyGMALION's Wealth is waſted o'er the Tides. 

They came, where now you ſee new CaR THA rife, 
And yon' proud Citadel invade the Skies. 

The wand'ring Exiles bought a Space of Ground 490 
Which one Bull-hide inclos'd and compaſt round ; 
Hence By s 4 nam d: But now, ye Strangers, ſay, 


Who? whence you are? and whither lies your Way? 


Dzzy, from his Soul, he draws a Length of Sighs, 
And, with a mournful Accent, thus replies. 495 
Shou'd I, O Goddeſs, from their Source relate, N 
Or You attend the Annals of our Fate, 

The golden Sun wou'd fink, and Ey'ning cloſe, 
Before my Tongue cou'd tell you half our Woes. 
By Grecian Foes expell'd, from Txov we came, 500 
From antient Troy (if cer you heard the Name) 
Thro' 
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Thro' various Seas; when lo! a Tempeſt roars, 
And raging drives us on the Lybian Shores. 
The good EN EAS am I calld ; my Fame, 
And brave Exploits, have reach'd the ſtarry Frame: 505 
From Grecian Flimes I bear my reſcu'd Gods, 
Safe in my Veſſels, o'er the ſtormy Floods. 
In ſearch of antient IT ALV I rove, 
And draw my Lineage from Almighty Jo vx. 
A Goddeſs-Mother and the Fates, my Guides, . 510 
With twenty Ships I plough'd the Phrygian Tides. | 
Scarce ſev'n of all my Fleet are left behind, | 


Rent by the Waves, and ſhatter d by the Wind. 
i My ſelf, from Ex o and from As iA caſt, 
A helpleſs Stranger, rove the Jybian Waſte, 515 
No more coud VENUS hear her Son bewail 5 


His various Woes, but interrupts his Tale. 
Whoe er you are, arriv'd in theſe Abodes, 
No Wretch I deem abandon'd by the Gods; 
Hence then, with haſte, to yon proud Palace bend 520 
Vour Courſe, and on the gracious Queen attend. ” 
Lour Friends are ſafe, the Winds are chang d again, | 
Or all my Skill in Augury is vain! 


See 


Book I. VIRGIL's ENEID. 


See thoſe twelve Swans, a Flock triumphant, fly, 
Whom lately, ſhooting from th' ethereal Sky, 
Th' imperial Bird of Joys diſpers d around, 
Some hov'ring o'er, ſome ſettling on the Ground. 
As theſe returning clap their ſounding Wings, 

Ride round the Skies, and ſport in airy Rings ; 

So have your Friends and Ships poſſeſt the Strand, 
Or with full bellying Sails approach the Land. 
Haſte to the Palace then, without Delay, 

And, as this Path directs, purſue your | Way. 

She faid, and turning round, her Neck ſhe ſhow'd, 
That with celeſtial Charms divinely glow'd. 

Her waving Locks immortal Odours ſhed, | 
And breath'd ambroſial Scents around her Head. 
Her ſweeping Robe trail'd pomf̃ous as ſhe trod, 
And her majeſtic Port confeſs d the God. 

Soon as he knows her thro' the coy Diſguiſe, 

He thus purſues his Mother as ſhe flies. 


Must never, never more our Hands be joyn'd? 
Are you, like Heav'n, grown cruel and unkind ? 
Why muſt thoſe borrow'd Shapes delude your Son ? 
And why, ah! why thoſe Accents not your own ? 
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H x faid ; then fought the Town ; but VEV vs ſhrowds. 
And wraps their Perſons in a Veil of Clouds ; | 
That none may interpoſe, to cauſe Delay, 

Nor fondly curious ask them of their Way. 
Thro Air ſublime the Queen of Love retreats 5500 
To; Par RHos' flately Towers, and bliſsful Seats; 

Where to her Name an hundred Altars riſe, 
And Gums, and flow'ry Wreaths, perfume the Skies. 


Nov o er the lofty Hill they bend their Way, 
Whence all the rifng Town in Propedt lay, 555; 
And Tow'rs and Temples; for the Mountain's Brow 

Hung bending o'er, and ſhaded all below. 

Where late the Cottage ſtood, with glad Surprize- 

The Prince beholds the ftately Palace rife ; | 
On the pay'd Streets, and Gates, Wente . 
And all the Crowd and Tumult of the Town. _ | 
The Trx1ans ply their Work; with many a Groan 5 
Theſe roll, or heave ſome huge unweildy Stone; ; 

Thoſe bid the lofty Citadel aſcend ; | 
Some in vaſt Length th embattled Walls extend ; 365 
Others for future Dwellings chooſe the Ground, 
Mark out the Spot, and draw the Furrow round. 


Some, 


” 


Book I. VIRGIL's ANEID: 


Some, uſeful Laws propoſe, and Some, the Choice 
Of facred Senates, and ele& by Voice. 

Theſe fink a ſpacious Mole beneath the Sea, 
Thoſe an huge Theatre's Foundation lay ; 

 Hew maſſy Columns from the Mountain's Side, 
Of future Scenes an ornamental Pride. 

Thus to their Toils, in early Summer, run 

The cluſt ring Bees, and labour in the Sun ; 
Lead forth, in Colonies, their buzzing Race, 

Or work the liquid Sweets, and thicken to a Maſs. 
The buſy Nation flies from Flow'r to Flower, 
And hoards, in curious Cells, the golden Store ; 
A choſen Troop before the Gate attends, 

To take the Burdens, and relieve their Friends ; 
Warm at the fragant Work, in Bands, they drive 
The Drone, a lazy Robber, from the Hive.' | 
The Prince ſurveys the lofty Tow'rs, and cries, 
Bleſt, bleſt are you, whoſe Walls already riſe : 


Then, ſtrange to tell, he mingled with the Crowds, 


And paſt, unſeen, involv'd in mantling Clouds. 


* Am1d the Town, a ſtately Grove diſplay d 
A cooling Shelter, and delightful Shade. 
E 2 
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Here, toſt by Winds and Waves, the TVRTIAN s found 590 
A Courſer's Head, within the ſacred Ground; — 
An Omen ſent by Juno, to declare 

A fruitful Soil, and Race renown'd in War. 

A Temple here Sidonian Di Do rais'd 

To Heav'n's dread Empreſs, that with Riches blaz d; 595 
Unnumber'd Gifts adorn'd the coſtly Shrine, - 


By her own Preſence hallow'd and divine. 


Braſs were the Steps, the Beams with Braſs were ſtrong, 

And the reſounding Doors, on brazen Hinges, rung. 
Here, a ſtrange Scene before his Eyes appears, 600 
To raiſe his : Courage, and diſpel his Fears ; 

Here firſt, he hopes his Fortunes to redreſs ; 

And finds a glimmering Proſpect of Succeſs. 

While for the Queen. he waited, and amaz'd 


Oer the proud Shrine and pompous Temple gaz d; 605 


While he the Town admires, and wond'ring ſtands 


At the rich Labours of the Artiſt's Hands; 


Amid the ſtoryd Walls, he ſaw appear, 

In ſpeaking Paint, the tedious Trojan War; 

The War, that Fame had blaz'd the World around, 610 
And every Battle fought on Phrygian Ground. 

There PRIAM ſtood, and Ac AMEMN ON here, 


And PETE Us! wrathful Son, to both ſevere. 
Struck 
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Struck with the View,-oh | Friend, the Heroe cries, 
(Tears, as he fpoke, came ſtarting from his Eyes) 615 
Lo! the wide World our Miſeries employ ; | 
What Realm abounds not with the Woes of FRO ? 
See! where the venerable Prxram ſtands) 
NH See Virtue honour'd in the Lybiun Sands 
For TROx, the generous Tears of CAR THAOE flow; 629 
And Tyrian Breaſts are touch'd with human Woe. 
Now baniſh Fear, for ſince the Trojan Name 
Is known, we find our Safety in our Fame. 


Tuus while his Soul the moving Picture fed, 
A Shower of Tears the groaning Heroe ſhed. 625 : g 
For here, the fainting Greeks in Flight he view'd; 
And there, the Txojans to their Walls purſu'd 
By plum'd AcriLLEs, with his dreadful Spear, 
Whirl'd on his kindling Chariot thro* the War. 
Nor far from thence, proud RRAESUs' Tents he knows 630 
By their white Veils, that match'd the winter Snows, 
Betray'd and ſtretch'd amidſt his ſlaughter'd Train, I 
And, while he ſlept, by fierce Typipes ſlain; 
Who drove his Courſers from the Scene of Blood, | 
Eer the fierce Steeds had taſted Trojan Food, 6358 
Or drank divine SCAMANDER's fatal Flood. | 


THERE 
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TEN TRoOILUS flies diſarm'd (unhappy Boy) 

From ftern AchiLIL ES, round the Fields of TROY; 

Unequal He! to ſuch an Arm in War! | 

 Supine, and trailing from his empty Car, 640 

Still, tho' in Death, he graſps the flowing Reins, 

His ſtartled Courſers whirl him o'er the Plains ; 

The Spear, inverted, ſtreaks the Duſt around ; 

His ſnowy Neck and Treſſes ſweep the Ground. 

Mean time a penſive ſupplicating Train 645 

Of Trojan Matrons, to Mix ERV As Fane 10 

In fad Proceſſion with a Robe repair, 

Beat their white Breaſts, and rend their golden Hair. 

Unmov'd with Pray'rs, diſdainfully ſhe frown'd, 

And fixt her Eyes, relentleſs, on the Ground. 650 

AchiI LES here, his Vengeance to enjoy, 

Thrice drag d brave HECO round the Walls of TR Ox: 

Then to the mournful Sire, the Victor ſold 

The breathleſs Body of his Son, for Gold. BTID 

His Groans now pen d. and new Tears he ſhed, 655 

_ / Fo ſee the Spoils,' and Chariot af the Dead, 

And Px1am both his trembling Hands extend, 

And, gaſh'd with Wounds, his dear disfigur d Friend. 

Mix'd with the Grecian Peers, and hoſtile Train, - 

Himielf he view'd, conſpicuous in the Plain: 6560 
Hy And 
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And ſwarthy MEMNON, glorious to behold, 


5 


His Eaftern Hoſts, and Arms that flame with Gold: 


With Fury ftorm'd PanTHEsiLEa there, 


And led, with moony Shields, her AMazons to War; 


Around her Breaſt her golden Belt ſhe threw; 
Then thro” the thick-embattled Squadrons flew ; 
Amidſt the Thouſands flood the dire Alarms, 


Tuus, while the Trojan Heroe ſtood amaz'd,. 
And, fixt in Wonder, on the Picture gaz d, 
With all her Guards, fair DI Do, from below, 
Aſcends the Dome,  majeſtically ſlow. 
As on EuxoTas' Banks, or CV x TRHUs' Heads, 
A thouſand beauteous Nymphs Dr an a leads: 


While round their quiver'd Queen the Quires advance, 


She tow'rs majeſtic, as. ſhe. leads the Dance; 
She moves in Pomp ſuperior to the reſt, 
And ſecret Tranſports touch LAT ON As Breaſt. 
80 paſt the graceful Queen amidſt her Train, 
To ſpeed their Labours and her future Reign. 
Then with her Guards furrounded, in the Gate, 
Beneath the midmoſt Arch, fublime ſhe fate. 

| She ſhares their Labours, or by Lots ſhe draws ; 


And to the Crowd adminiſters the Laws. 


2 


And the fierce Maid engag'd the Men in Arms.. 


665 
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When lo! EN EAS brave CLoaNTrHUs ſpies, 685 
AxrRRHUs, and great 8EROGESTUsS, with Surprize, 
Approach the Throne, attended by a Throng 

Of Trojan Friends, that pour d in Tides along; 

Whom the wild whiſtling Winds and . bore, 
And widely ſcatter d on a diſtant Shore. 690 
Loſt in his Hopes and Fears, amaz d he ſtands, 

And with AchArEs longs to join their Hands: 

But doubtful of th' Event, he firſt attends, 

Wrapt in the Cloud, the Fortune of his Friends; 
Anxious, and eager till he knew their State, E As 
And where their Veſſels lay, and what their Fate. | 
With Cries, the Royal Favour to implore, oY 

They came, a Train ſelected, from the Shore: 

Then, Leave obtain'd, ILION BUS begun, 

And, with their common Suit, addreſt the Throne. 700 


On! Queen, indulg d by Joys, theſe lofty Tow'rs 
And this proud Town to raiſe on Lybian Shores, 
With high Commands, a ſavage Race to awe, - 

And to the barb'rous Natives give the Law, | 
We wretched Trojans, an abandon'd Race, #505 
Toft round the Seas, HORNE your _— Grace; 
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Oh ! check your Subjects, and their Rage reclaim, 
Ere their wild Fury wrap our Fleet in Flame. 
Oh! fave a pious Race; regard our Cry; 
And view our Anguiſh with a melting Eye. 710 
We come not, mighty Queen, an hoſtile Band, 
With Sword and Fire, and, rayaging the Land, 
To bear your Spoils triumphant to the Shore: 
No---to ſuch Thoughts the vanquiſh'd dare not ſoar. 
Once by Oenotrians till'd, there lies a Place, 715 
*Twas calld HESFYEARIA by the Grecian Race, 
(For martial Deeds and Fruits, renown'd by Fame) 
But ſince, ITALIA, from the Leader's Name; 
To that bleſt Shore we ftcer'd our deſtin'd Way, 
When ſudden, dire ORION rows'd the Sea; 720 
All charg'd with Tempeſts roſe the baleful Star, - - 
And on our Navy pour'd his wat'ry War ; 
With ſweeping Whirlwinds caſt our Veſſels wide, 
Daſh'd on rough Rocks, or driving with the Tide: 
The few fad Relicks of our Navy bore 725 
Their Courſe to this unhoſpitable Shore. 
What are the Cuſtoms of this barbarous Place 7 
What more than Savage this inhuman Race? 
In Arms they riſe, and drive us from the strand, 
From the laſt Verge, and Limits of the Land. 730 
Fe F Know, 
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Know, if divine and human Laws you flight, 

The Gods, the Gods will all our Wrongs requite ; 
Vengeance is their's; and their's to guard the _ 
ENEAS was our King, of high Renown; 

Great, Good, and Brave; and War was all his own. 735 
If ſtill he lives, and breathes this vital Air, 

Nor we, his Friends and Subjects, ſhall deſpair; 


Nor you, great Queen, repent, that you employ 
Your kind. ke frag in the Cauſe of TROY. 


Book IL. 


And Nein Cities grace 11 10 ne 
Where great Acxsrrs, of the Dardan Strain, 

Deriv'd from antient Tzvces, holds his Reign. 

Permit us, from your Woods, new Planks and Oars 

To fell, and -bring our Veſſels on your Shores; #745; 
That, if our Prince and Friends return again, DINE 
With Joy, for LaTrv M, WE. may plow the Main. 


But if thoſe Hopes are. vaniſht quite away, 


If loſt, and ſwallow'd. in the Lybian Sea, 
vou lie, great Guardian of the Trojan State, 750 
And young Iurus ſhares his Father's Fate; 

Ohl let us ſeek 8101L 1A˙8 Shores again. 


And fly from hence to good AcksrEs' Reign. 
He 4 a E Aſſent ran . thro' the Train. j. 


Try s 
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Tauss then, in ſhort, the gracious Queen replies, 75 5 
While on the Ground ſhe fixt her modeſt Eyes: 
Trojans, be bold; againſt my Will, my Fate, 
A Throne unſettled, and an infant State, \ \ 
Bid me defend my Realms with all my Pow'rs, 
And guard with theſe Severities my Shores. 766 
Lives there a Stranger to the Trojan Name, 123 
Their Valour, Arms, and Chiefs of mighty Fame ? 
We know the War that ſet the World on Fire; 
Nor are ſo void of Senſe the Sons of TYR E; 
For here his Beams indulgent Prot zus ſheds, 765 
And rolls his flaming Chariot o'er our Heade. 
Seek you, my Friends, the bleſt Sazurnian Plains, 
Or fair TRINACRIA, where AcgEsTEs reigns? 
With Aids ſupply'd, and furniſh'd from my Stores, 
Safe will I ſend you from the Lybian Shores. 770 
Or would you ſtay to raiſe this growing Town ? | 
Fix here your Seat; and CaxTHAGE is your own. 
Haſte, draw your Ships to Shore ; to Me the fame, 
Your TROVYW and Tryxzs ſhall differ but in Name. | 
And oh! that great Anzas had been toſt, | 775. 
By the fame Storm, on the ſame friendly Coaſt! 
F 2 But 


36 VI RGIL's ENEID. Book I. 


But I will ſend, my Borders to explore, 

And trace the Windings of the mazy Shore. 
Perchance, already thrown on theſe Abodes, 

He roams the Towns, or wanders thro” the Woods. 780 
Rais d in their Hopes the Friend and Heroe ſtood; 
And long'd to break, tranſported, from the Cloud. 

Oh!] Goddeſs-born ! cry'd' brave Ae hA TES, ſay, 
What are your Thoughts, and why this long Delay ?- 
All ſafe you fee; your Friends and Fleet reſtor d: 785, 
One (whom we faw) the whirling Gulf devour'd:. | 
Lo! with the reſt your Mother's Words agree, 
All but OxonTEs 'scap'd the raging Sea. 


SWT T as he ſpoke, tlie Vapours break away; 
Diſſolve in Æther, and refine to Day. 7. ou 
Radiant, in open View, Zxz xs flood;. 

In Form and Looks, Majeſtic as a God. 

Fluſh'd with the roſy Bloom of Youth he glows, 

His: Hair in Ringlets, curl'd by Venus, flows; 

The Queen of Love the Glance divine ſupplies, 795 

And breathes immortal Spirit in his Eyes. 

Like Parian Marble, beauteous to behold, 
Or Silyer's: milder Gleam in burniſh'd Gold, 


. 
* os 
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Or poliſh'd Iv'ry, ſhone the godlike Man : 
All ſtood ſurpriz d; and thus the Prince began. 


EN EAS, whom you ſeek, you here ſurvey; 
Eſcap'd the Tempeſt of the Lybian Sea. 
O Dipo, gracious. Queen, who make alone 
The Woes, and Cauſe, of wretched TROV your own 
And ſhelter in your Walls, with pious Care, 
Her Sons, the Relicks of the Grecian: War, 
Who all the Forms of Miſery have bore, 
Storms on the Sea, and Dangers on the Shore ; 
Nor we, nor all the Dardan Nation, hurl'd 
Wide o'er the Globe, and ſcatter d round the World, 
But the good Gods, with Bleſſings, ſhall repay 
Your bounteous Deeds, the Gods and only they; 
(If pious Acts, if Juſtice they regard; ) 


FR 
2. 


805 


$10 


And your clear Conſcience ſtands its own Reward. 


How bleſt this Age that has ſuch Virtue ſeen ? 

How bleſt the Parents of ſo great a Queen? 
While to the Sea the Rivers roll, and Shades 
With awful Pomp ſurround the Mountain Heads ; 
While Zther ſhines, with golden Planets grac'd, 
So long your Honour, N ame, and Praiſe ſhall laſt : 


815 


* 


820 
What- 
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Whatever Realm my Fortune has afſign'd, 
Still will I bear your Image in my Mind. 


This ſaid, the pious Chief of Troy extends 
His Hands around, and hails his joyful Friends: 
His Left 8ZROESTUS graſp d with vaſt Delight, 82g 
To great ILionzvs he gave the Right. * 


CLoanTHvus, Gyas, and the Dardan Train, 


All, in their Turns, embrac'd the Prince again. 


CHrarm' with his Prefence, Di Do gaz d him cer, 
Admir'd his Fortune much, his Perſon more. 830 
What Fate, O Goddeſs-born, ſhe ſaid, has toſt 
80 brave a Heroe on this barbarous Coaft ? 

Are you EN EAS, who in IDa's Grove 
Sprung from Ax chISES and the Queen of Love 
By StMors Streams ? and now I call to Mind, 
When TRUE left his native Shores behind; 

The baniſht Prince to S1yon came, to gain 
Great BzLus Aid, to fix him in his Reign; 
Then the rich Cyprian Iſle, my warlike Sire 
Subdu'd, and ravag d wide with Sword and Fire. 840 
From him I learnt the Grecian Kings of Fame, 

The Fall of II 10 x, and your glorious Name: 3 

8 The 
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He on your Valour, tho' a Foe, with Joy 

Would dwell, and proudly trace his Birth from Tx ov. 
Come to my Palace then, my Royal Gueſt, 845 
And, with your Friends, indulge the genial Feaſt. 

My Wand'rings and my Fate reſembling yours, | 

At length I ſettled on theſe Lybian Shores; 

And, touch'd with Miſeries myſelf have known, 

I view, with pity, Woes ſo like my own. 8530 


SAE ſpokes then leads him to her proud Abodes, 
Ordains a Feaſt, and Offerings to the Gods. 
Twice fifty bleating Lambs and Ewes ſhe ſends, 
And twice ten brawny Oxen to his Friends : 

A hundred briſtly. Boars, and monſt'rous Swine; 855 
With Bacchus' Gifts, a Store of generous Wine. 
The inner Rooms in regal Pomp diſplay d, 

The ſplendid Feaſts in ample Halls are made; 

Where, labour'd o'er with Art, rich Carpets lie, 

That glow refulgent with the purple Dye. 860 
The Boards are pild with Plate of curious Mould; \ 
And their Forefather's Deeds, in Times of old, 
Blaz'd round the Bowls, and charg d the riſing Gold. 


No more the Prince his eager Love ſuppreſt, 
And all the Parent. ſtruggled in his Breaſt, 865 


2 
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He ſends ACHATES to inform his Son, 

And guide the young Ascantus to the Town; 
(On his Ascanius turn his Fear and Joy, 

The Father's Cares are center'd in the Boy ;) 

To bring rich Preſents to the Queen of TRE, 
And Relicks, reſcu'd from the Trojan Fire. 

A Mantle, wrought with faffron Foliage round; 
And a ſtiff Robe, with golden Figures crown'd, 
Fair HzLzN's Dreſs, when, fir d with lawleſs Joy, 
She left her native Walls to ruin TRO v, 

(Her Mother's Preſent in the bridal Hour) 
With Gold a ſhining Sceptre ſtudded o'er, | 
That wont IL IO NE's fair Hand to grace, 

The eldeſt N ymph of Pzxriam's beauteous Race; 


$70 


875 


Her Necklace, ſtrung with Pearls; her Crown, that glows 880 


Inſtar'd with Gems and Gold in double Rows. 
To bring the ſplendid Gifts, without Delay, 
Swift to the Fleet, AchAT ES bends his Way. 


Bor beauteous Venus in her Breaſt deſign d 
New Wiles, and plann'd new Counſels in her Mind, 
That wingid Cu ip to the Court ſhou'd come 
Like fweet AsCANIUS, in  Ascanius Room ; 


$i 


885 


With 
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With the rich Gifts the Brian Queen inſpire, _ | 
n 

And kindle in her Veins the raging Fire. Te 

Her Dread of Juno's Arts, who guards the Place, 890 

Her juſt Suſpicions of the treach'rous Race, 

Break, each revolving Night, her golden Reſt: 

And thus the ſuppliant Queen the God addreft. 


On Son! my Strength! Supreme in Heav'n above 
Whoſe Arrows triumph o'er the Bolts of Jovs: 895 
To Thee I fly, thy Succour to' implore, 

Court thy Protection, and thy Power adore. 

To tell how Juno's reſtleſs Rage has toſt 

Your Brother round the Seas, and ev'ry Coaſt, 

Is but to mention what too well you know, oO 
Who figh'd my Sighs, and wept a Mother's Woe. 
Him, in her Town, the Tyrian Queen detains, 

With ſoft Seducements, from the Latian Plains. 

But much I fear that hoſpitable Place, 

Where Joo reigns, the Guardian of the Race : 905 
And leaſt this fair Occaſion ſhe improve, 
Know, I deſign to fire the Queen with Love; 
A Love, beyond the Cure of Pow'rs divine; 
A Love as ſtrong, and violent as mine. 


s — 
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But how the proud PHognician to ſurprize 910 
With ſuch a Paſſion, hear what I adviſe. 5 
The Royal Youth, As ca N ius, from the Port 

Haſtes, by his Father's Summons, to the Court; 

With coſtly Preſents charg'd, he takes his Way, | 
Sav'd from the Trojan Flames, and ſtormy Sea; 915 
But to prevent Suſpicion, will I ſteep | 

His Temples in the Dews of balmy Sleep, 

Then to CyTrzra's facred Seats remove, 

Or ſoftly lay him in th. Idalian Grove. 

This one revolving Night, thyſelf a Boy, 920 
Wear thou the Features of the Youth of TROY; 
And when the Queen, tranſported with thy Charms, 
Amidſt the Feaſt, ſhall ſtrain thee in her Arms, 

The gentle Poiſon by Degrees inſpire | 

'Thro' all her Breaſt ; then fan the _ 925 
And kindle all her, Soul. The Mother fed, 
With Joy the God her ſoft Commands obey'd. | 
Aſide his Quiver, and his Wings he lung, 
And, like the ** . _ * | 


Mzan time ** Goddeſs on Ascan1us throws 930 
A balmy Slumber and a ſweet. Repole ; * 


Lull'd in her Lap to reſt, the Queen of Love 
_ Convey'd him to the ſoft Idalian Grove. 


„ 
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Wrapt in a flow'ry Bed her Charge ſhe laid, 
And, breathing round him, roſe the fragrant Shade. 93 5 


Now Cvue1p, pleas d his Orders to obey, 
Brought the rich Gifts; AcfaTEs led the Way. 
He came, and found on coſtly Carpets ſpread 
The Queen majeſtic midft her golden Bed. 

The great Anzas and the TxoJans lie | 940 
On pompous Couches, ſtain d with Brian Dye. 

Soft Towels for their Hands th' Attendants bring, 
And limpid Water from the chryſtal Spring. 

They waſh; the menial Train the Tables ſpread ; 
And heap in glitt ring Caniſters the Bread. 945 
To dreſs the Feaſt, full fifty Handmaids join, 

And burn rich Incenſe to the Pow'rs divine; 

A hundred Boys and Virgins ſtood around, 

The Banquet marſhal d, and the Goblets crown d. 

| To fill th' embroider'd Beds the TIAIANS come 650 

Rank behind Rank; and crown the regal Room. 
The Gueſts the gorgeous Gifts and Boy admire, 

His Voice, and Looks, that glow with youthful Fire ; 

The Veil. and Foliage wond'ring they behold, 

And the rich Robe that flam d with figur'd Gold: ; 5 
e But 


Nor knew poor DI Do, blind to future Harms, 965 
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But chief the Queen, the Boy and Preſents move, 
The Queen, already doom'd to fatal Love. 
Infatiate in her Joy, ſhe fate amaz'd, 

Gaz'd on his Face, and. kindled as ſhe gaz'd. 
Firſt, his diſſembled Father he careſt, 960: 
Hung round his Neck, and play'd upon his. Breaſt ;, 
Next to the Queen's Embraces he withdrew ;. 

She. look'd, and ſent her Soul: at every View ;; 
Then took him on her Lap, devour'd his Charms; 


How great a. God ſhe fondled in her Arms. 
But he, now mindful of his Mother, ſtole 

By ſlow Degrees SicHarus from her Soul; 
Her Soul, rekindling, in her Huſband's ſtead 
Admits the Prince; the Living for the Dead. 970 


Soo as the Banquet paus d, to raiſe their Souls, 
With ſparkling Wine they crown the. maſly Bowls. 
Thro the wide Hall. the rolling Eccho. bounds, 
The. Palace rings, the vaulted Dome. reſounds. 
The blazing Torches, and. the. Lamps: . 975 
From golden Roofs, an artificial Day. : 

Now DI Do. crowns the Bowl of State. with. Wine, 


The Bowl of BL us, and the regal Line. 
"ip Her 


hy 
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Her Hands aloft the ſhining Goblet hold, 

Pond'rous with Gems, and rough with ſculptur d Gold: 98s 
When Silence was: proclaim'd, the Royal Fair 

Thus to the Gods addreſt her fervent Pray'r.. 


ALlmicnTy Jovs | who plead'ſt the Stranger's Cauſe ; - 
Great guardian God of hoſpitable Laws 7 6 
Oh! grant this: Day to circle ſtill with Joy, 985. "4 
Thro' late Poſterity, to Tyxz and Troyv. 

Be thou, O Baccuvus! God of Mirth, a Gueſt;. 
And thou, O Jux Oo] grace the genial Feaſt. 


of TyxxR, your Fears remove, 


Py. 


And you, my 

And ſhow your Meſts Benevolence and Love. 990 

She ſaid, and on the Board, in open View, 

The firſt Libations to the Gods ſhe threw: 

Then ſip'd the Wine, and gave to Bi As Hand. 

He roſe, obedient to the Queen's Command; 

At once the thirſty Txojan fwilld the Whole, 995 

Sunk the full Gold, and drain d the foaming Bowl. 

Then thro! the Peers, with ſparkling Nectar crown d, 

The Goblet circles, and the Health goes round. | 
With curling, Treſſes grac d, and rich Attire, 

16 AV˙s ſtands, and ſweeps the golden Lyre; 1000- 

The Truths, which antient ATLas taught, he ſings,, 

And. Nature's Secrets, on the founding Strings: 


— * — 
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Why CyNTHIA changes ; why the Sun retires, 

Shorn' of his radiant Beams, and genial Fires ; 

From what Originals, and Cauſes, came 1 008 
Mankind and Beafts, the Rain, and riſing Flame; 
AxrcTUurus, dreadful with his ſtormy Star ; 
The wat'ry Hyads, and the Northern Car; 
Why Suns in Summer the flow Night detain, 
And ruſh ſo fwift in Winter to the Main, 1010 
With Shouts the Tyrians praiſe the Song divine, 

And in the loud Applauſe the Trojans join. 

The Queen, in various Talk, prolongs the Hours, 
Drinks deep of Love, and ev'ry Word devours ; 

This Moment longs of HzcTor to enquire, . 1075 
The next of Px1am, his unhappy Sire; e 
What Arms adorn d Auzxora's 95555 Son ; 

How, high above his Hoſts, AcuiLLzs i; 
How brave TyD1Dss thunder'd on his Car ; 

How his fierce Courſers ſwept the Ranks of War. 1020 
Nay, but at large, my godlike Gueſt, relate — 
The Grecian Wiles, ſhe ſaid, and ILIOx 's Fate; 5 1 _ 5 
; How far your Courſe around the Globe extends, 

And what the Woes and' Fortunes of your Fries: . 
For, ſince you wander'd every Shore and Sea, 1025 
Have fev'n . evolving Summers roll'd away. 5 


De End * the feſt Book. 
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THE 
Second Book of the A NE ID. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas relates how the Ci ty of Troy was taken, after a Ten Years 
Siege, by the Treachery of Sinon, and the Stratagem of « Wooden- 
borſe. He declares the fixt Reſolution he had taken not to ſurvive 
the ruins of his Country, and the variaus Adventures he met with 
in the Deſence of it + at laſt having been before adviſed if Hector's 
Ghof, and now by the Appearance of his Mother Venus, be is pre- 
vailed upon to leave the Town, and ſettle bis Houſhold-Goods in another 
Country. In order to this he carries off bis Father on his Shoulders, 
and leads his little Son by the Hand, his Wife following him be- 
bind. When be comes to the Place appointed for the general Ren- 
dez—vous, he finds a great Confluence of People, but miſſes his Wife, 
whoſa Ghoſt afterwards appears to him, and tells him the Land 
which was deſigned for him, 


LI. gaz d in ſilence, with an eager Look, 
= Then from the golden Couch the Heroe { poke. 


2 WE 4 Ah mighty Queen you . urge me to diſcloſe, 
— And feel, once more, unutterable Woes; 


How vengeful GREECE with Victory was crown'd, 


And Txrov's fair Empire humbled to the Ground ; 


F Thoſe 
( 
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Thoſe direful Scenes 1 v on Phrygia s Shore, 

Thoſe Wars in which, ſo large a Part I bore. 

The fierceſt Argive would with Tears bewail, 

And ſtern ULysszs tremble at the Tale: 10 
And lo! the Night precipitates away; | 
The Stars, grown dim before the dawning Day, 

Call to Repoſe ; but ſince you long to know, 

And .curious liſten to the ſtory'd Woe ; 

Tho' my ſhock'd Soul recoils, my Tongue ſhall tell, 15 
But with a bleeding Heart, how Ilion fell. 


Tas ; Grecian Kings, (for many a rolling Year, 
Repell'd by Fate, and harraſs d by the War;) 
By PALLAS aid of ſeaſon'd Fir compoſe | 
A Steed, that tow'ring like a Mountain 120 
This they pretend their common Vow, to gain 
A ſafe Return, and meaſure back the Main: 
Such the Report; but guileful Argos hides 
Her braveſt Heroes in the Monſter's Sides ; * 
Deep, deep, within, they throng'd the dreadful a” 25 
And half a Hoſt lay ambuſh'd in the Womb. i 


An Ifle, in antient Tins wade by Fame, 
Lies full in View, and Tenedos the Name 5 


Once 
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once bleſt with Wealth, while PAL A held che Sway, 
But now a broken, rough, and dangerous Bay. 30 
Thither their unſuſpected Courſe they bore, . 
And hid their Hoſts within the winding Shore; 

We deem'd them ſail'd for Greece; tranſported * 
Forgot her Woes, and gave a Looſe to Joy; 
Threw wide her Gates, and pour'd forth all her nn 35 
To view th' abandon'd Camp, and empty Plain; 
Here the Dolopian Troops their Station held; 
There proud Achilles Tent o'erlook'd the Field; 
Here rang d the thouſand Veſſels ſtood, and there 
In Conflict join d the furious Sons of War. 40 
Some view the Gift of PAL L As with Surprize, 8 
The fatal Monſter, and its wond'rous Size. 

And ft 'Trruzr'rs" mod the Crowd to lead 
And lodge within the Tower the lofty Steed ; | 

Or, with deſign, his Country to deſtroy, us 45 
Or Fate determin 'd now the Fall of Troy. ey 
But hoary Cayys, and the Wiſe, require | 
To plunge the teachcrous Gift of Greece in Fi ire, 

Or whelm the mighty Monſter in the Tides, | 
Or bore. the Ribs, and ſearch thee cavern'd Sides. 50 
Their own wild Will the noily Crowds obey, 8 


And vote, as partial Fancy points the Way; 
= Till 
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Till bold I. 40 οο, with a mighty Train, 
From the high Tower ruſf d furious to the Plain 
And ſent his Voice from für, with Rage inſpir' d; 55 
What Madneſs, TFojans, has your Boſoms fir d), 
Think you the Greeks are fail d before the Wind? 
Think you theſe Preſents fafe,. they leave behind ? 
And is UI Yee G batiſh'd' from your Mind? ; 
Deep in its darkſom Womb, our ambuſh'd Foes ;; 

Or 'tis ſome Engine, rais'd to batter down 
The Tow'rs of Hiou, or command the Town; 
Ah! truſt not Greece, nor touch her Gifts abhorr d; 
Her Gifts are more deſttudiye than her Sword. 65, 


Swirr as the Word, his pond'rous Lance he threw ;- 
Againſt the Sides the furious Javelin flew, 
Thro' the wide Womb a ſpacious. Paſſage found, 

And ſhook with. long Vibrations in: the Wound. | 

The Monſter groans, and ſhakes the diſtant Shore; 70 

And, round his Caverns roll'd, the deep ning Thunder roar: 

Then, had not partial Fate confpir'd: to blind, 

With more than Madneſs, every Trojan Mind; 

The Crowd the treacherous Ambuſh had explor d, * 
And not a Greek had ſcap d the vengeful Sword; 75 


Old 
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Old Paran ſtill his Empire would enjoy, 
Aud ſtill thy Tow'rs had flood, Majeſtic Tray! 


1 

MEanTIME, before the King, the Dardan Swains, 
With Shouts triumphant, brought a Youth in Chains, 
A willing Captive to the Troganr Hands, 
To open Ilias to the Grecian Bands; | 
Bold and determin d either Fate to try; 
Reſolv d to circumvent, or fix d to die. 
The Troops tumultuous gather round the Foe, 
To ſee the Captive, and inſult his Woe. 85 
Now hear the Falſhoods of the Grecian Train; 
All, all in One; a Nation in a Man. 
For while confounded and diſarm'd he ſtands, 
And trembling views around the Phrygian Bands, 
Alas! what hoſpitable Land, (he cry'd} 
Or oh | what Seas a wandring Wretch will hide ? 
Not only baniſh'd from the Grecian State ; 
But Troy, avenging 779 demands my Fate. 


80 


90 


H1s melting Tears, and moving Sighs controul 
Our riſing Rage, and ſoften every Soul. 93 
We bid him tell his Race, and long to know | 
The Fate and Tidings of a Captive Fo. , 
| H 2 | At 
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At length, encourag d thus, the Youth reply d, 
And laid his wal Fears aſide. 


ALL, all, with truth, great Monarch, I confeſs, 100 
And firſt I own my Birth deriv'd from Greece; 
Wretch as he is, yet SinoNn can defy 
The Frowns of Fortune, and diſdains a Lye. 
You. know, perchance, great PALAMERDES Name, 
Thro' many a diſtant Realm renowud by Fame; 105 
Condemn'd, tho guiltleſs, when he mov'd for Peace, 
Condemn'd for Treaſon by the Voice of Greece. | 
Tho! falſe the Charge, the glorious Heroe bled, 
But. now the Greeks deplore the Warrior dead. 
Me, yet a Youth, my Father ſent to ſhare 110 
With Him, my Kinſman, in the Toils of War. 
Long as that Heroe ſtood ſecure from Fate, 
Long as his Counſels prop'd the- Grecian State; 
Ev'n: I could b an honourable Name, 18 50 
And claim ſome Title to a Share of Fame ; 115; 
But. when. the Prince, (a well-known Truth I tell,) 
By dire UL,ysszs Arts and Envy fell; 


Soon as he ceas' d to breathe this Vital Air,, 


I drag d my; Days, in Darkneſs and Deſpair. 


- . 
* 
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And, if kind Heav'n ſhould give me back once more 120 
Safe and triumphant to my Native Shore, | 
For Innocence condemn'd, Revenge I vow'd,. 


Mad as I was, and ſpoke my Rage aloud. 
This mov'd ULvssss' Hate, and hence aroſe 


My paſt Misfortunes, and my preſent Woes. 125 
Eager he ſought the Means, and watch'd the Time 
To charge me too with ſome pretended Crime. 

For conſcious of his Guilt, my Death he vow d, 

And with dark Hints. amus'd the liſt ning Crowd. 

At length with CaLchHAs he concerts the bens 130 
But why, why dwell I on this hateful Theme ? 

Or why detain you with a Tale of Woe? 

Since you determine every Greek, a. Foe. | 

Strike, Strike; th AT RID ES will. my. Death enjoy, 
And dire ULyss2s thank the Sword of Troy. 125 


Now Blind to Grecian Frauds, we burn to know 
With fond Deſire the Cauſes of his Woe; 
Who thus, ftilL trembling as he ſtood, and. pale, 
Purſu'd the moving melancholy Tale. 


Ort had our Hoſts determin'd to employ 140 
| Their Sails for Greece, and leave untaken Zroy,. 
Urg'd 


„ VIRGIL's ENEID. Book If. 
'Urg'd w a ſhartwful Flight, from deep Deſpair, 
And the long Labour of a twn-year's War. 
And oh! that drey had tail d as oft the Force 
Of Southern Winds, and Tempeſts flop d their Courſe. 145 
Hut fince this Steetl was rais'd; ftruit, bellowing loud, 
Deep Thunders roar'd, and burſt from every Cloud. 
We fert Eunvyritus to Px oteys Shrine, 
Who brought this Sentence from the Voice Divine. 
When ſurſt ye ſfail'd for Trap, ye calm'd the Main 150 
With Blood, ye Grecians, and a Virgin flain; 
And ere you meaſure back the foamy Flood, 
Know, you mult buy a fafe Return with Blood. 
Theſe awful Words to every Greek impart 
Surprize and Dread, and chill the bravelt Heart; 


255 
To the dire Stecke each thought himſelf decreed, 
Himſelf the Victim that for (Greece ſhould bleed. 
Urvss Es then, importunate and loud, | : 
Produc'd ſage Carcyas to the trembling Crowd, 
Bade him the decret Will of Heav'n relate; 160 


And now my Friends could ;prophecy my Fate; 
And baſe UL Iss ES' wicked Arts, they ſaid, 
Were level'd. all at my devoted Head. 

Ten Days the Prophet from the Crowd retir d, 
Nor mark d the Victim that the Gods requir d. 165 
| 80 
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So long beſieg d by IT nHAcus he ſtood, 
And ſeem'd reluctant ta the Voice of Hlead; 

At length he ſpoke, and, as the Scheme was laid; 
Doom'd to the Slaughter my predeſtin'd Head. 
All prais'd the Sentence, and were pleas'd ta ſee 170 
The Fate that threaten'd All; conſin d ta Me. 
And now the dire tremendous Day was come, 
When all prepar d to ſolemnize my Doom; 
The ſalted Barly on my Front was ſpread, 
The ſacred Fillets bound my deſtin'd Head: I75 
I fled th appointed Slaughter, I: confeſs,, 

And, till our Troops ſhould hoiſt theis Sails for Groge, 
Swift to a ſlimy Lake I took my Flight, 

Lay wrapt in Flags, and cover d by the Night. 
And now theſe Eyes ſhall view my native Shore, . 
My dear, dear Children, and my Sire no more; 
Whom haply Greece: to. Slaughter has. decreed, 
And for my fatal Flight condemn d to bleed. 

But Thee, O gracious Monarch, I implore 8 
By every God, by every. facred Pow'r,. 185 
Who conſcious of the Facts my Lips relate, 
With, Truth inſpire me to declare my Fate; 
By all the ſolemn Sanctions that can bind 
In holy Ties the Faith of Human-kind; 


Have 


2 
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Have Mercy, Mercy, on a guiltleſs Foe, : i. 
O'erwhelm'd and funk with ſuch a _ of Woe! 


His Like we nun tka; 0 difpata his ""_ | 
Touch'd with this moving Eloquence of Tears ; 
And, melting firſt, the good . old King commands 
To free the Captive, and to looſe his Hands. 195 
Then with ſoft Accents, and a pleaſing Look, 
Mild and Benevolent the Monarch ſpoke. = 


HEN TORE, let Greece no more thy Thoughts employ, 
But live a Subject and a Son of Troy; + | 
With Truth and ftri& Sincerity proceed, 200 
Say, to what end they fram'd this monſtrous Steed; 
Who was its Author, what his Aim, declare ; 

Some ſolemn Vow ? or Engine of the War? 


SK1LL'D in the Frauds of 1 the ue rears 
His Hands Unſhackled to the golden Stars; 02 
You, ye Eternal Splendors | he exclaims, + | 
And your divine inviolable F lames, - ; 

Ye fatal Swords and Altars, which I fled, 
Ye Wreaths that circled this devoted Head; 


All 
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All, all, atteſt !' that juſtly I releaſe 210 
My fworn Allegiance to the Laws of Greece, 4 
Renounce my Country, hate her Sons, and lay 

Their inmoſt Counſels open to the Day. 

And thou, O Troy, by SIN ON ſnatch'd from Fate, 

Spare, ſpare the Wretch, who ſaves the Phrygian State. 21 5 
Greece on MintErva's Aid rely'd alone, 

Since firſt the Labours of the War begun. 

But from that execrable Point of Time, 

When ITracvs, the Firſt in every Crime, 

With Typzus' impious Son, the Guards had ſlain, 220 
And brought her Image from the Phrygian Fane, 
Diſtain'd her ſacred Wreaths with murderous Hands, 

Still red and recking from the ſlaughter'd Bands; 

Then ceas'd the Triumphs of the Grecian Train, 

And their full Tide of Conqueſt ſunk again ; 225 
Their Strength decay d, and many a dreadful Sign 


- To trembling Greece proclaim'd the Wrath divine. 


Scarce to the Camp the facred Image came, 
When from her Eyes ſhe flaſh'd a living Flame; 
A briny Sweat bedew'd her Limbs around, 2230 
And thrice ſhe ſprung indignant from the Ground ; 
Thrice was ſhe ſeen with martial Rage to wield 
Her pond'rous Spear, and ſhake her blazing Shield. 

L - | With 
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With that, ſage CAL HAS mov'd the trembling Train 
To fly, and meaſure back to Deeps againz; 23835 
That twas not givn our Armies to, deſtroy | 
The Phrygian Empire, and the Tow'rs of 77oy, 

Till they ſhould bring from Greece thoſe favouring Gods, 
Who iſmil'd indulgent, when they plow'd the Floods ; 
With more auſpicious Signs repaſs the Main, 240 
And with new Omens take the Field again. 

Now to their native Country they repair, 

With gather'd Forces to renew the War; 

The Scheme of Caricayas! but their vaniſh'd Hoſt 
Will ſoon return to waſte the Phrygian Coaſt. 245 
All Greece, atoning dire ULysszs' Deed, | 
To PALLAS Honour rais d this wondrous Steed; 

But CALCHAS ander d this enormous Size, 4 

This monſtrous Bulk, that heaves into the Skies, 

Eeft Troy ſhould lead it thro' her opening Gate, 250 
And by this new. Palladium guard her State. | 
For oh! ye Phrygians, had your Rage profan'd 
This Gift of PALLAS with an impious Hand, 
Some Fate (which all ye Pow'rs immortal ſhed | 
With all your Vengeance on its Author's Head |!) 255 
In one prodigious Ruin would deſtroy 125 
Thy Empire, Pa In u, and the Sons of Troy. 


But 
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But would you join, within your Walls to lead 
This Pledge of Heav'n, this tutelary Steed; 
Then, with her” Hoſts, all Af ſhall repair, 

And pour on Pelops Walls a Storm of War; 
Then Greece ſhall bleed, and periſh in her turn; 
Her future Sons ; her Nations yet unborn. 


Tavs did the perjur'd SINON'S Art prevail; 
Too fondly we believ'd the ſtudy d Tale; 
And thus was Troy, who bravely could ſuſtain 


AcuniLLEs Fury, when he ſwept the Plain, 


A thouſand Veſſels, and a ten Years War, 
Won by a Sigh, and vanquiſh'd by a Tear. 


HERE a more dreadful Object roſe to ſight, 


Unbleſt Laocoon, whom the Lots deſign 
Prieſt of the Year, at NeeTUNE's holy Shrine 
Slew on the Sands, beſide the rolling F lood, 


59 


260 


265 


2 
And ſhook our Souls with Horror and Aﬀright. 


A ſtately Steer, in honour of the God. 275 

When, horrid to relate two Serpents glide = 

And roll incumbent on the glaſſy Tide, 

Advancing to the Shore; their Spires they raiſe 

Fold above Fold, in many a tow ring Maze. | 
I 2 | Beneath 
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Beneath their burniſh'd Breaſt the Waters glow, 280 
Their crimſon Creſts inflame the Deeps below ; 
O'er the vaſt Flood, extended long and wide, 
Their curling Backs lay floating on the Tide ; 
| Laſh'd to a Foam the boiling Billows roar, 
And now the dreadful Monſters reach'd the Shore; 285 
Their hiſſing Tongues they darted, as they came, 
And their red Eye-balls ſhot a ſanguine Flame. 
Pale at the ſight, we fled in dire Diſmay ; 
Strait to Laocoo they direct their way; A 
And firſt in curling fiery Volumes bound 290 
His two young Sons, and wrapt them round. and round, 
| Devour'd the Children in the Father's View ; 
| Then on the miſerable Father flew, 
pos 8 their Aid he runs with fruitleſs Haſte, : 
the Man in horrid Folds embrac'd ; 295 
al 2 round his Waiſt, and round his Neck they rear 
1 Their winding Head, and hiſs aloft in Air. 
i His facred Wreaths the livid Poiſons ſtain, ] 
And, while he labours at the Knots in vain, 
| Gang i the Gol he e with dhe Pain: 300 
So, when the Ax has glanc'd upon his Skull, 
Breaks from the Shrine, and: roars the wounded Bull. 
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But each huge Serpent now retires again, 

And flies for Shelter to Minzzv a's Fane; 

Her Buckler's Orb the Goddeſs wide diſplay d, 305 
And ſcreen'd her Monſters in the dreadful Shade. 


THEN, a new Fear the trembling Crowd poſleſt, 
A holy Horror pants in every Breaſt ; 1 
All judge Laocoon juſtly doom'd to bleed, 
Who ſe guilty Spear profan'd the ſacred Steed. 310 
We vote to lead him to MINERVA'“S Tow'r, DE 
And ſupp licate, with Vows, th' offended Pow'r. 
All to the fatal Labour bend their Care, | 
Level the Walls, and lay the Bulwarks bare ; 
Some round the lofty Neck the Cables tye, 31 5 
Some to the Feet the rolling Wheels apply; 
The tow'ring Monſter, big with Lions Doom, 
Mounts o'er the Wall; an Army in the Womb; 
Around the moving Pile the Children join 
In Cries of Tranſport, and in Songs divine; 320 
They run, they pull the ſtretching Cords with Joy, 


And lend their little Hands to ruin Troy / 


In one loud Peal th' enormous Horſe rolls down, 


And thund'ring gains the Centre of the Town. 
2 | Oh! 


4 | | » % 
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Oh Troy renown'd in War! oh bright Abodes! 325 
Oh glorious Troy ! the Labour of the Gods! -—- f 
Thrice ſtap'd unmoy'd the Monſter in the Gate, 
And claſhing Arms thrice warn'd us of our Fate; 

But we, by Madneſs blinded and o'ercome, 
Lodge the dire Monſter in the facred Dome. 330 
Cass AN DRA too, inſpir d, our Fate declares 

(So PfoE BUS doom'd) to unregarding Ears; 
We, thoughtleſs Wretches ]! deck the Shrines, and waſte 
In Sports the Day, which Heav'n decreed our laft. | 


Now had the Sun roll'd down the beamy Light, 335 
And from the Caves of Ocean ruſh'd the Night ; 
With one black Veil her ſpreading Shades ſuppreſs 
The Face of Nature, and the Frauds of Greece. 
The Trojans round their Walls in Silence lay, 
And loſt in Sleep the Labours of the Day. 340 
When lo! their Courſe the Grecian Navy bore, 
New-rigg'd and arm'd, and reach'd the well-known Shore, 
By filent CynTn1a's friendly Beams convey'd; 
And the proud Admiral a Flame diſplay d. 

Then Sinon, favour'd by the partial Gods, 345 
Unlocks the mighty Monſter's dark Abodes; e 
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His peopled Caves pour forth in open Air 

The Heroes, and the whole impriſon d War. 

Led by the guiding Cord, alight with Joy 

Th impatient Princes in the midſt ' of TR Ov, 350 
Macho firſt, then great AchiIIES' Heir, 
ULyss5s, THoas, ATHAMAS, appear; 

A Crowd of Chiefs with MENELAS ſucceed 3 

Epzus laſt, who fram'd the fraudful Steed. 

Strait they invade the City, bury'd deep 355 
In Fumes of Wine, and all diſſolv'd in Sleep; 
They ſlay the Guards, they burſt the Gates, and join 
Their Fellows, conſcious to the bold Deſign. 


"Twas now the Time when firſt kind Heav'n beſtows 


On wretched Man the Bleſſings of Repoſe; 360 


When, in my Slumbers, HecTtor ſeem'd to riſe 
A mournful Viſion! to my clofing Eyes. 

Such he appear'd as when AchIIIES' Car 
And fiery Courſers whirkd him thro' the War; ? 


Drawn thro his ſwelling Feet the Thongs I view'd, 365 
His beauteous Body black with Duſt and Blood. 
Ye Gods! how chang'd from HzcTor! who with Joy 


Return'd in proud AchIIIES' Spoils to Trey; 


—_ 
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Flung at the Ships, like Heav'n's Almighty Sire, 
Flames after Flames, and wrapt a Fleet in Fire. 370 
Now gaſh'd with Wounds that for his Tzxovr he bore, 
His Beard and Locks ſtood ſtiffen' d with his Gore. 


With Tears and mournful Accents I began, 
And thus beſpoke the vifionary Man! 4 


Say, glorious Prince, thy Country's Hope and Joy, 375 
What Cauſe fo long detains thee from thy TROY 
Say, from what Realms, fo long deſir'd in vain, 
Her HzcTor comes, to bleſs her Eyes again ? 
After ſuch Numbers ſlain, ſuch Labours paſt, ö 
Thus is our Prince! ah! thus return'd at laſt? 380 
Why ſtream theſe Wou nds? or who could thus dif grace 
The manly Charms of that majeſtic Face? 


NouGnrT to theſe Queſtions vain the Shade replies, 
But from his Boſom draws a Length of Sighs ; 
Fly, fly, oh! fly the gathering Flames ; the s 38 5 
Are won by GREECE, and glorious IL Io f: 
Enough to Px1am and to Troy before 
Was paid; then ſtrive with Deſtiny no more ; 
Could any Mortal Hand prevent our Fate, 
This Hand, and this alone, had ſav'd the State. 390 

Troy 
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Troy to thy Care commends her wand'ring Gods; 
With Theſe purſue thy Fortunes o'er the Floods 

To that proud City, thou ſhalt raiſe at laſt, 

| Return'd from wand'ring wide the watry Waſte. 

This faid, he brought from VesTA's hallow'd Quire 395 
The facred Wreaths and everlaſting Fire. 


MAN TIME tumultuous round the Walls ariſe 
Shrieks, Clamours, Shouts, and mingle in the Skies. 
And, (tho remote my Father's Palace ſtood, 

With Shades ſurrounded, and a gloomy Wood) 400 
Near, and more near, approach the dire Alarms; 

The Voice of Woe ; the dreadful Din of Arms. 

Rous'd at the deafening Peal that roars around, 

I mount the Dome, and liſten to the Sound. 

Thus oer the Corn, while furious Winds conſpire, 405 
Rolls on a wide-devouring Blaze of Fire; 

Or ſome big Torrent, from a Mountain's Brow, 

Burſt, pours, and thunders down the Vale below, 
O'erwhelms the Fields, lays waſte the golden Grain, 
And headlong fweeps the Foreſts to the Main; 410 
Stun'd at the Din, the Swain with liſt ning Ears 
From ſome ſteep Rock the founding Ruin hears. 


K Now - ẽ— ³⁵ 
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Now HecToR's Warning prov'd too clear and true, 
The Wiles of Greece appear'd in open View ; 
The roaring Flames in Volumes huge aſpire, 415 
And wrap thy Dome, DRI HñO Bus, in Fire; 
Thine, ſage UcALE OG on, next ſunk to Ground, 
And ftretch'd a vaſt unmeaſurd Ruin round. 
Wide o'er: the Waves the bright Reflection plays; 
The Surges redden with the diſtant Blaze. 420 
Then Shouts and Trumpets fwell the dire Alarms; 
And, tho' twas vain, I madly flew to Arms; 
Eager to raiſe a Band of Friends, and pour 
In one firm Body to defend the Tow'r ; 
Rage and Revenge my kindling Boſom fire, 425 
| Warm, and in Arms, to conquer or expire. 
But lo! poor PanTHEus, PHotBuS Prieſt appears, 
Juſt ſcap'd the Foe, diſtracted with his Fears, 
The Sage his vanquiſh'd Gods and Reliques bore, 
And with his trembling Grandſon ſought the Shore. 430 


Say, PANTHEUS, how the Fate of Ilion ſtands ? 
Say, if a Tow'r remains in Trojan hands ? 
He thus with Groans ;----Our laſt ſad Hour is come, 
Our certain, fixt, inevitable Doom. 


Trey 
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Troy once was great, but oh ! the Scene is o'er, 43 5 
Her Glory vaniſh'd! and her Name no more! 

For partial Jovs transfers her paſt Renown 

To Greece, who triumphs in her burning Town; 
And the huge Monſter from his opening Side, 

Pours forth her Warriors in an endleſs Tide ; 440 
With Joy proud $7707 ſees the Flames aſpire, 

Heaps Blaze on Blaze, and mingles Fire with Fire ; 
Here Thouſands pouring through the Gates appear, 

Far more than proud MycEN ſent to War. 

Some ſeize the Paſles ; Groves of Spears ariſe, 445 
That thirſt for Blood, and flaſh againſt the Skies. 

The Guards but juſt maintain a feeble Fight 

With their fierce Foes, amidſt the gloomy Night. \ 


Waits PanTHEvs Words, while every God inſpires, © 
I flew to Arms, and ruſh'd amidſt the Fires, 450 
Where the loud Furies call, where Shouts and Cries 
Ring round the Walls, and thunder in the Skies. 

Now faithful Rieusus on my fide appears, | 
With hoary I HI Tus, advanc'd in Years ; 

And valiant Hyranis and Druas, known 455 
By the pale Splendors of the glimm'ring Moon; 
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With theſe CHoRotBus, MycGpon's generous Boy, 
Who came, i-fated, to the Wars of Trey; 

Fir'd with the fair CassanDRra's blooming Charms, 

To aid her Sire with unavailing Arms ; 4.4000 
Ah! brave unhappy Youth !---He would not hear 

His Bride inſpir d, who warn'd him from the War. 


TuzsE when I faw, with fierce collected Might, 
Breathing Revenge, and crouding to the Fight ; 
With Warmth I thus addreſs d the generous Train; 465 
Ye bold, brave Youths, but bold and brave in vain ! 
If by your dauntleſs Souls impell'd, you dare 
With Me to try th' Extremities of War ; 


| You ſee our hopeleſs State; how every God, 


Who guarded Trey, has left his old Abode ; 1 70 
You aid a Town already ſunk in Fire; 
Fly, fly to Arms, and gloriouſly expire, 


Let all ruſh on, and, vanquiſh'd as we are, 


Catch one laft Beam of Safety from Deſpair. 

Thus while my Words inflame the liſt ning Crew, 475 
With Rage redoubled to the Fight they flew. 

As hungry Wolves, while Clouds involve the Day, 

Ruſh from their Dens; and, prowling wide for Prey, 


Howl 
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Howl to the Tempeſt, while the ſavage Brood, | 
Stretch'd in the Cavern, pant and thirſt for Blood ae | | 8 
So thro' the Town, determin'd to expire, 

Through the thick Storm of Darts, and Smoak and Fire; 
Wrapt and ſurrounded with the Shades of Night, 

We ruſh'd to certain Death, and mingled in the Fight. 


WHA T Tongue the dreadful Slaughter could diſcloſe? 485 
Or oh !. what Tears could anſwer half our Woes ? 
The glorious Empreſs of the Nations round, 
Majeſtic Troy, lay level'd with the Ground; 
Her murder'd Natives crouded her Abodes, 
Her Streets, her Domes, the Temples of her Gods. 490 
Nor Ilion bled alone : her Turn ſucceeds ; r 
And then She conquers, and proud Argos bleeds; 
Death in a thouſand Forms deſtructive frown'd, 
And Woe, Deſpair, and Horror rag'd around. 


And firſt AxDROGEOsG, whom a Train attends, 495 
With Stile familiar hail'd us as his Friends; | 
Haſte, brave Aſſociates, haſte ; what dull Delay 
Detains you here, while others ſeize the Prey ? 

In Flames your Friends have laid all 1/jon waſte, © 
And you come lagging from your * the laſt. 500 


Tus 
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Tuus he; but foon from our Reply he knows 
His fatal Error, compaſs' d round with Foes ; | 
Reſtrains his Tongue, and, meditating Flight, 

Stops ſhort; and ſtartles at the dreadful Sight: 
So the pale Swain, who treads upon a Snake 50 5 
Unſeen, and lurking in the gloomy Brake, 
Soon as his ſwelling Spires in Circles play, 
Starts back, and ſhoots precipitate away. 
Fierce we ruſh in, the heedleſs Foes ſurround, 
And lay the Wretches breathleſs on the Ground, 
New to the Place, with ſudden Terror wild: 
And thus at firſt our flatt ring Fortune fmil'd. 
Then, by his Courage and Succeſs inſpir d, 
His warlike Train the brave CyuorxotBus fird; 
Lo! Friends, the Road of Safety you furvey ; gre 
Come, follow Fortune, where ſhe points the Way ; f 
Let each in Argive Arms his Limbs diſguiſe, 
And wield the Bucklers, that the Foe ſupplies ; ; 
For if Succeſs an Enemy attends, 
Who aſks, if Fraud or Valour gain'd his Ends ? 520 | 
This faid, AnDroGEOs' creſted Helm he wore; 
Then, on his Arm, the ponderous Buckler bore 
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With beauteous Figures grac'd, and warlike Pride; 
The ftarry Sword hung glittring at his Side. 

Like him, bold Rieyutus, DrMas, and the reſt, 5 25 
Their manly Limbs in hoſtile Armour dreſt. 

With Gods averſe, we follow to the Fight, 

And, undiſtinguiſh'd in the Shades of Night, 

Mix with the Foes, employ the mutdering Steel, 

And plunge whole Squadrons to the Depths of Hell. 530 
Some, wild with Fear, precipitate retregt, 

Fly to the Shore,. and ſhelter in the Fleet ; 

Some climb the monſtrous Horſe, a frighted Train, 
And there lie trembling in the Sides again. 

But, Heav'n againſt us, all Attempts muſt fail, 535 
All Hopes are vain, nor Courage can prevail; 

For lo! Cas8anDRa, lol the Royal Fair 

From PaLLas Shrine with looſe disſhevel'd Hair 
Drag'd by the ſhouting Victors; to the Skies 


She rais'd, but rais'd in vain, her glowing Eyes; 540 


Her Eyes---She could no more-—The Grecian Bands 
Had rudely manacled her tender Hands ; 

CrnorotBUs could not bear that Scene of Woes, 

But, fir'd with Fury, flew amidſt the Foes ; 
As ſwift we follow to redeem the Fair, $45 
Ruſh to his Aid, and thicken to the War. | 


Here 


£44 

4 0 * 
. 
. 


22 VIRGILs ZNEID. Book II. 


Here from the Temple on our Troop deſcends 

A Storm of Javelins from our Trojan Friends, 

Who from our Arms and Helmets deem'd us Foes; 

And hence a dreadful Scene of Slaughter roſe. 550 

Then all the Greeks our ſlender Band invade, 

And pour enrag'd to ſeize the reſcu'd Maid ; 

Ajax with all the bold Dolopians came, 

And both the Kings of Ar REUS“ Royal Name. 

So when the Winds in airy Conflict riſe, 555 

Here South and Yeft charge 'dreadful in the Skies; 

There louder Eurus, to the Battle borne, 

Mounts the ſwift Courſers of the purple Morn ; 

Beneath the Whirl- wind roar the bending Woods; 

With his huge Trident NezeTuNE ſtrikes the Floods, 560 

Foams, ſtorms, and tempeſting, the Deeps around, 

Bares the broad Boſom of the dark Profound. 

Thoſe too, we chac'd by Night, a ſcatter d Train, 

Now boldly rally, and appear again. 

To them our Argive Helms and Arms are. known, 565 

Our Voice and Language differing from their own. b 

We yield to Numbers. By PENELEVs' Steel 

Firſt at MINERVA'Ss Shrine CHoROEBus fell. 

Next RirRE U bled, the juſteſt far of of all 

The Sons of Troy; yet Heav'n permits his Fall. 570 
| The 
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The like ſad Fate brave HyraNis attends 

And hapleſs Dymas, ſlaughter d by their Friends. 
Nor thee, Sage PanTHzus! Pmrornus' Wreaths could fave, 
Nor all they ſhining Virtues from the Grave. 

Ye dear, dear Ruins! and thou, Troy! declare 575 
If once I trembled or declin'd the War: 

Midſt Flames and Foes a glorious Death I ſought, 

And well deſerv'd the Death for which I fought. 
Thence we retreat; our brave Aſſociates gone, 
PRELITIAS and IrniTus were left alone; 580 
This flow with Age and bending to the Ground, 

And that more tardy from ULysszs' Wound. 

Now from the Palace-Walls tumultuous ring 

The Shouts, and call us to defend the King ; 

There we beheld the Rage of Fight, and there 58 5 
The Throne of Death, and Center of the War; 

As Troy, all Troy beſide had ſlept in Peace, 

Nor ſtain'd by Slaughter, nor alarm'd by Greece. 
Shield lock'd in Shield, advance the Grecian Pow'rs, 
To burſt the Gates, and ſtorm the Regal Tow'rs, 590 
Fly up the ſteep Aſcent where Danger calls, 

And fix their ſcaling Engines in the Walls. 

High in the Left they graſp'd the fenceful Shield, 


Fierce in the Right the rocky Ramparts held ; 
"Wk Roots, 
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Roofs, Tow'rs, and Battlements the Trojans throw, 595 

A Pile of Ruins! on the Greeks below ; 

Catch for Defence the Weapons of Deſpair, 

In theſe the dire Extremes of Death and War. 

Now on theis Heads the pond'rous Beams are roll'd, 

By Troy's firſt Monarchs cruſted round with Gold. 600 

Here thronging Troops with glitt' ring Fau'chions ſtand, 

To guard the Portals, and the Door command. 

Strait to the Palace, fir d with Hopes, I go 

To aid the vanquiſh'd, and repell the Foe. 

A ſecret Portico contriv'd behind, 605 

Great HEC TOoRH's Manſion to the Palace, join'd, 

By which his hapleſs Princeſs oft would bring 

Her Royal Infant to the good old King. 

This way the topmoſt Battlements I gain, 

Whence the tir d Trojans threw their Darts in vai. 610 

Rais'd on a lofty Point, a Turret rears 

Her ſtately Head unrival'd to the Stars j 

From hence we wont all lion to ſurvey, 

The Fields, the Camp, the Fleets, and rolling Sea. 

With Steel the yielding Timbers we affail'd, / 6rg 

Where looſe the huge disjointed Structure fail'd ; 

Then, tugg'd convulſive from the ſhatter d Walls, 

We puſh the Pile ; the pond'rous Ruin falls 
2 | | Tumblin g 
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Tumbling in many a Whirl, with thund' ring Sound 
Down headlong on the Foes, and ſmoaks along the Ground, 


But Crowds on Crowds the buried Troops ſupply ; 621 
And in a Storm the Beams and rocky Fragments fly. 


Fork in the Portal rag'd with loud Alarms 

Brave Prxxhbs, glitt ring in his brazen Arms. 

80 from his Den, the Winter ſlept away, 625 
Shoots, forth the burniſh'd Snake in open Day; | 
Who, fed with every Poiſon of the Plain, 

Sheds his old Spoils, and ſhines in Youth again, 
Proud of his golden Scales rolls tow'ring on, 

And darts his forky Sting, and glitters in the Sun. 630 


To him the mighty PERI RAS ſucceeds, 
And the bold * Chief who drove his Father's Steeds ; ; 
With theſe the Scyrian Bands advance, and aim 
Full at the Battlements the miſſive Flame. 635 
Fierce PyRRHVUs in the Front with forceful Sway | 
Ply'd the huge Ax, and hew'd the Beams away ; 
The ſolid Timbers from the Portal tore, 
And rent from every Hinge the brazen Door ; 
At laſt the Chief a mighty Opening made, 640 


And, all the Imperial Dome, in all her Length diſplay d: 
* AUTOMEDON, 34 The 
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The Sacred Rooms of Troy's firſt Monarchs lie, 5 

With PIA M's Pomp, prophan'd by every Eye; 

In Arms the Centries to the Breach repair, 

And ftand embody'd, to repel the War. 645 


Now far within, the Regal Rooms diſcloſe, 
Loud and more loud, a direful Scene of Woes ; 
The Roof reſounds with Female Shrieks and Cries, 
And the ſhrill Echo ftrikes the diſtant Skies. 
The trembling Matrons fly from Place to Place, 650 
And kiſs the Pillars with a laſt Embrace; 
Bold PyRxRHOUs ſtorms with all his Father's Fire ; 
The Barriers burſt ; the vanquiſh'd Guards retire ; 
The ſhattter d Doors the thund'ring Engines ply ; 
The Bolts leap back ; the founding Hinges fly ; 655 
The War breaks in loud ſhout the hoſtile Train; 
The Gates are ſtorm'd; the foremoſt Soldiers ſlain : 
Through the wide Courts the crouding Argives roam, 
And ſwarm triumphant round the Regal Dome. 
Not half fo fierce the foamy Deluge bounds, 660 
And burſts reſiſtleſs o'er the level'd Mounds ; 
Pours down the Vale, and, roaring o'er the Plain, 
Sweeps Herds, and Hinds, land Houſes to the Main. 


Theſe 
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Trzss Eyes within the Gate th' Ar RID ES view d, 
And furious PyRRHAs coverd o'er with Blood; 665 
Sad they beheld, amid the mournful Scene, 

The hundred Daughters with the Mother Queen, 

And Prtaw's ſelf polluting with his Gore 

1 hoſe Flames, he hallow'd at the Shrines before. 


The fifty Bridal Rooms, a Work Divine! 670 
(Such were his Hopes of a long Regal Line) 

Rich in Barbaric Gold, with Trophies crown'd; 7 
Sunk with their proud Support of Pillars round; l 
And, where the Flames retire, the Foes poſſeſs the Ground. | 


AND now, great Queen, you haply long to know 675 
The Fate of PRIAu in this general Woe. 
When with fad Eyes the venerable Sire 
Beheld his 7/jon funk in hoſtile Fire; 
His Palace ſtorm'd, the lofty Gates laid low, 
His rich Pavilions erouded with the Foe; 680 
In Arms, long ſince diſus'd, the hoary Sage 
Loads each ſtiff languid Limb, that ſhook with Age; 
Girds on an unperforming Sword in vain, 
And runs on Death amidſt the hoſtile Train. 
Within the Courts, beneath the naked Sky, 685 
An Altar roſe; an aged Laurel by; ; 
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That o'er the Hearth and houſhold Gods diſplay'd 

A ſolemn Gloom, a deep majeſtic Shade : 

Hither, like Doves, who cloſe embody'd fly 

From ſome dark Tempeſt blackening in the Sky, 690 
The Queen for Refuge with her Daughters ran, 

Clung and embrac'd their Images in vain. 

But when in cumbrous Arms the King ſhe ſpy d, 

Alas] my poor unhappy Lord! ſhe cry'd, 

What more than Madneſs, midſt theſe dire Alarms, 695 
Mov'd thee to load thy helpleſs Age with Arms? 

No Aid like thine this dreadful Hour demands, 

But asks far other Aid, far other Hands; 

No! could my own dear HecTor arm again, 

My own dear HzecTor now would arm in vain. #500 
Come to theſe Altars; here we all ſhall have 

One common Refuge, or one common Grave. 

This faid, her aged Lord the Queen embrac'd, 

And on the Sacred Seat the Monarch plac'd. 


Wu lo! Pol irn s, one of PRIAu's Sons, 705 
Through Darts and Foes, from-ſlaught'ring PyxRHUs runs, 

Wounded he traverſes the cloyſter'd Dome, 

Darts through the Courts, and ſhoots from Room to Room ; 


Cloſe, 
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Cloſe, cloſe behind, purfu'd the furious Foe, 


. Juſt graſp'd the Youth, and aim'd the fatal Blow; 710 


Soon as within his Parent's Sight he paſt, 

Pierc'd by the pointed Death, he breath'd his aſt ; 

He fell; a purple Stream the Pavement dy'd, 
The Soul comes guſhing in the crimſon Tide. 

The King, that Scene impatient to ſurvey, 715 
Tho Death ſurrounds him, gave his Fury way; 

And oh! may every violated God 

Barbarian : thank thee for this Deed of Blood; 

(If Gods there are, ſuch Actions to regard,) 


Oh! may they give thy Guilt the full Reward A 720 - 


Guilt, that a Father's Sacred Eyes defil'd 
With Blood, the Blood of his dear murder'd Child! 
Unlike thy Sire, AcniLL Es the Divine! 

(But ſure AcnittsEs was no Sire of thine !) 

Foe as I was, the Heroe deign'd to hear 725 
The Gueſt's, the Suppliant's, King's and Father's Pray'r ; 
To Funeral Rites reſtor'd my HE To ſlain, 

And ſafe diſmiſs d me to my Realms again. 

This ſaid, his trembling Arm eſſay' d to throw 

The dull dead Javelin, that ſcarce reach'd the Foe; 730 
The Weapon languiſhingly lag'd along, 

And, guiltleſs, on the Buckler faintly rung. 

Thou 


Thou then be Firſt, replies the Chief, to go 

With theſe ſad Tidings to his Ghoſt below ; 
Begone----acquaint him with my Crimes in Troy, 
And tell my Sire of his degenerate Boy. 

Die then; he ſaid, and dragg'd the Monarch on 
Thro' the warm Blood that ifſu'd from his Son, 
Staggering and ſliding in the ſlippery Gore, 

And to the Shrine the Royal Victim bore ; 
Lock'd in the Left he graſps the ſilver Hairs, 
High in the Right the flaming Blade he rears, 
Then to the Hilt with. all his Force apply d, 

He plung'd the ruthleſs Fau'chion in his Side. | 

| Such was the, Fate unhappy PRIAM found, 

Who ſaw his Troy lie levell'd with the Ground; 
He, who round Ai ſent his high Conmands, 
And ftretch'd his Empire o'er a hundred Lands ; 
Now lies a headleſs Carcaſs on the Shore, | 


The Man, the Monarch, and the Name no more | 


Then, nor till then, I fear'd the furious Foe, 
Struck with that Scene of unexampled Woe ; 
Soon as I faw the murder d King expire; 
His old Compeer, my venerable. Sire, | ; | | 

My Palace, Son, and Conſort left behind, 
All, all, at once came ruſhing on my Mind. 
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I gaz'd 
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I gaz'd around, but not a Friend was there; 

My hapleſs Friends, abandon'd to Deſpair, 

Had leapt down headlong from the lofty Spires, 
Tir'd with their Toils ; or plung'd amidſt the Fires 960 \, 


Tavs left alone, and wand'ring, I ſurvey 
Where trembling HELEN cloſe and filent lay 
In VES TA's Porch; and by the diſmal Glare 
Of rolling Flames diſcern the fatal Fair ; 
The common Plague! by Troy and Greece abhorr'd !-765) 
She fear'd alike the vengeful Trojan Sword, | 
Her injur'd Country, and abandon'd Lord. 
Faſt by the Shrine I ſpy'd the lurking Dame, 
And all my Soul was kindled into Flame ; 
My ruin d Country to revenge, I ſtood 
In Wrath reſolv'd to ſhed her impious Blood. 
Shall She, this guilty Fair, return in Peace, 
A Queen, triumphant, through the Realms of Greece, 
And ſee, attended by her Phrygian Train, 1 Bo 
Her Home, her Parents, Spouſe and Sons again? 775 
For Her curſt Cauſe ſhall. raging Flames deſtroy 
The ſtately Structures of imperial Troy ? 
So many Slaughters drench the Dardan Shore ? 


And PRIAM's ſelf lie welt ring in his Gore? 
M No! 
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No !---ſhe ſhall die for tho' the Victor gain 780 
No Fame, no Triumph for a Woman lain ; 

Yet if by juſt Revenge the Traitreſs bleed, 
The World conſenting will applaud* the Decd : 

To my own Vengeance 1 devote her Head, 

And the great Spirits of our Heroes Dead, 785 


Tus while I rav'd, I ſaw my Mother riſe, 
Confeſs d a Goddeſs, to my wond'ring Eyes, 
In pomp unuſual, and divinely bright; 
Her beamy Glories pierced the Shades of Night; 
Such ſhe appear'd as when in Heay'n's Abodes 790 
She ſhines in all her Glories to the Gods. 
| Juſt raisd to ſtrike, my Hand ſhe gently took, 
Then from her raſy Lips the Goddeſs ſpoke. | 


Wrar Wrath ſo fierce to Vengeance drives thee on? 
Are We no Objects of thy Care, my Son? 795 
Think of Ax cls E Ss and his helpleſs Age, 

Thy hoary Sire expos d to hoſtile Rage; 

Think if thy dear CR Bs a yet ſurvive, 

Think if thy Child, the young IL us live; 

Whom, ever hovering round, the Greeks incloſe, 800 


From every Side endanger d by the Foes, 
of 1 And, 
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And, but my Care withſtood, the ruthleſs Sword 

Long fince had ſlaughter'd, or the Flames devour d. 
Nor beauteous HEEEN now, nor PARIS blame, 

Her guilty Charms, or his unhappy Flame; 805 
The Gods, my Son, th' Immortal Gods deſtroy 
This glorious Empire, and the Towers of Troy ; 
Hence then retire, retire without Delay, 


Attend thy Mother, and her Words obey; 


Look up, for lo! I clear thy clouded Eye 810 
From the thick Miſt of dim Mortality; FD 
Where yon' rude Piles of fhatter'd Ramparts riſe, | 
Stone rent from Stone, a dreadful Ruin lies, f 
And black with rolling Smoke the duſty Whirlwind flies: 
There, NEYTUNE's Trident breaks the Bulwarks down, 
There, from her Bafis heaves the trembling Town; 816 
Heav'n's awful Queen, to urge the Trojan Fate, | 
Here ſtorms tremendous at the Scæan Gate; 
Radiant in Arms the furious Goddeſs ſtands, 
And from the Navy calls her Argive Bands. 820 
On yon' high Tow'r the martial Maid behold 
With her dread Gorgon blaze in Clouds of Gold. 
Great Jo v himſelf the Sons of Greece inſpires, 
Each Arm he ſtrengthens, and each Soul he fires. 
8 M 2 N 3 gainſt 
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Againſt the Trojans, from the bright Abodes, 82 5 
See | where the Thund'rer calls th' embattled Gods. 
Strive then no more with Heav'n but oh!] retreat, 
Ourſelf will guide thee to thy Father's Seat; 

Ourſelf will cover and befriend thy Flight. | 

She faid, and funk within the Shades of Night; 830 
And lo! the Gods with dreadful Faces frown'd, 

And lowr'd, majeſtically ſtern, around. 

Then fell proud lions Bulwarks, Towers and Spires ; 
Then Troy, tho' raisd by NerTuNs, ſunk in Fires. 
So when an aged Aſh, whoſe Honours riſe 835 
From ſome ſteep Mountain tow'ering to the Skies, 

With many an Ax by ſhouting Swains is ply d, 

Fierce they repeat the Strokes from every Side; 

The tall Tree trembling, as the Blows go round, 

Bows the high Head, and nods to every Wound: 8 40 
At laſt quite vanquiſh'd, with a dreadful Peal, 

In one loud Groan rolls craſhing down the Vale, 
Headlong with half the ſhatter d Mountain flies, 

And ftretch'd out huge in Length th' unmeaſur d Ruin lies, 


N ow, by the Goddeſs led, I bend my Way, 845 
Tho' Javelins hiſs, and Flames around me play; 
With 
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With ſloping Spires the Flames obliquely fly, 

The glancing Darts turn innocently by. 

Soon as, theſe various Dangers paſt, I come | 
Within my Reverend Father's- antient Dome, 850 
Whom firſt I fought, to bear his hel pleſs Age 

Safe o'er the Mountains, far from hoſtile Rage; 

An exil'd Life diſdaining to enjoy, 

He ſtands determin'd to expire with Troy : 
Fly you, who Health, and Youth, and Strength maintain, 8 5 5 
You, whoſe warm Blood beats high in every Vein ; 

For Me had Heav'n decreed a longer Date, 

Heav'n had preſerv'd for Me the Dardan State ; 

Too much of Life already have I known 

To ſee my Country's Fall prevent my own; 860 
Think then, this aged Corſe with Ilion fell, 

And take, oh! take your folemn laſt Farewel : 

For Death---theſe Hands that Office yet can do ; 

If not---T'll beg it from the pitying Foe. 
At leaſt the Soldier for my Spoils will come; 865 
Nor heed I now the Honours of a Tomb. 

Grown to my Friends an uſeleſs heavy Load, 

Long have I liv'd, abhorr'd by every God, 

Since, in his Wrath, high Heav'n's Almighty Sire - 


Blaſted theſe Limbs with his avenging Fire. 856 
2 „„ 
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Tuus he; and obſtinately bent appears: 
The mournful Family ſtand round in Tears. 


Myſelf, my ſhrieking Wife, my weeping Son, | 
Friends, Servants, All intreat him to be gone, { 
Nor add the general Ruin to his own; 875 


Bid him be reconcil'd to Life once more, 
Nor urge a Fate, that flew too ſwift before. 
Unmoy'd, he ftill determines to maintain 
His cruel Purpoſe, and we plead in vain. 


ov more 1 hurry to the dire Alarms, 880 
To end a miferable Life in Arms; 
For oh | what Meaſures could I now purſue, 
When Death, and only Death, was left in View: 
To fly the Foe, and leave your Age alone, | 
Could ſuch a Sire propoſe to ſuch a Son? 835 
If tis by your's and Heav'n's high Will decreed 
That you and all, with hapleſs Troy, muſt bleed; 
If not her leaſt Remains you deign to fave ; 
Behold | the Door lies open to the Grave. 
Pyxxkus will ſoon be here, all cover'd o'er 890 
And red from venerable Pzxram's Gore; | 
Who ſtab'd the Son before the Father's View, 
Then at the Shrine the Royal Father flew. Why! 
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Why! heav'nly Mother, did thy guardian Care 

Snatch me from Fires, and ſhield me in the War? 895 
Within theſe Walls to ſee the Grecians roam, 

And purple Slaughter ſtride around the Dome; 

To ſee my murder'd Conſort, | Son, and Sire, 

Steep'd in each other's Blood, on Heaps expire ! 

Arms | Arms! my Friends, with ſpeed my Arms ſupply, 
"Tis our laſt Hour, and ſummons us to die; 901 
My Arms — in vain you hold me,-—let me go 

Give, give me back this moment to the Foe. 

Tis well we will not tamely periſh All, 

But die reveng d, and triumph in our Fall. 90 5 


Now ruſhing forth, in radiant Arms, I wield 
The Sword once more, and gripe the ponderous Shield. 
When, at the Door, my weeping Spouſe I meet, 
The fair Cazis a, who embrac'd my Feet, 
And clinging round them, with Diſtraction wild, 910 
Reach'd to my Arms my dear unhappy Child: 
And oh! ſhe cries, if bent on Death thou run, 
Take, take with thee, thy wretched Wife and Son; 
Or, if one glimmering Hope from Arms appear, 
Defend theſe Walls, and try thy Valour here: 915 
Ah! 
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Ah! who ſhall guard thy Sire, when thou art ſlain, | 
Thy Child, or me, thy Conſort once in vain? 
Thus while ſhe raves, the vaulted Dome replies 
To her loud Shrieks, and © agonizing Cries. 


WEN lo! a wondrous Prodigy appear, 920 
For while each Parent kiſs d the Boy with Tears, 
Sudden a circling Flame was ſeen to ſpread 
With Beams refulgent round Tir us' Head ; 

Then on his Locks the lambent Glory preys 

And harmleſs Fires around his Temples blaze. g25 
Trembling and pale we quench with buſy Care 
The facred Fires, and ſhake his flaming Hair. S 
But old Ax chIsEs lifts his joyful Eyes, | 

His Hands' and Voice, in Tranſport, to the Skies. 


ALMIGHTY Jove! in Glory thron'd on high, 930 
This once regard us with a gracious Eye; „ 
If e er our Vows deſerv'd thy Aid divine, 

Vouchſafe thy Succour, and confirm thy Sign. 

Scarce had he ff poke, when ſudden from the Pole, 

Full on the left, the happy Thunders roll ; 935 
A Star ſhot ſweeping through the Shades of N ight, 
And drew behind a radiant Trail of Light, 

That 
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That o'er the Palace, gliding from above, 

To point our Way, deſcends in Ipa's Grove; 

Then left a long continu'd Stream in View, 940 
The Track ſtill glittering where the Glory flew. 

The Flame paſt gleaming with a bluiſh Glare,, 

And Smokes of Sulphur fill the tainted Air. 


Ar this convinc'd aroſe my Reverend Sire, 
Addreſs'd the Gods, and hail'd the ſacred Fire. 945 
Proceed my Friends, no longer I delay,  - 
But inſtant follow where you lead the way. 

Ye Gods, by theſe your Omens, you ordain 

That from the Womb of Fate ſhall riſe again, 

To Light and Life, a glorious ſecond Troy; 950 
Then ſave this Houſe, and this auſpicious Boy ; 
Convinc'd by Omens fo d ivinely bright, 


I go, my Son, Companion of thy Flight. 
Thus he---and nearer now in curling Spires. 'Y 
Through the long Walls roll'd. on. the roaring Fires. 955: 
Haſte: then, my Sire, I cry'd, my Neck aſcend, 
With Joy beneath your ſacred Load I bend; 
Together wilh we ſhare, where're I go, | 

One. common Welfare, or one common Woe.. 


Our 
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Ourſelf with Care will young Iü rs fead; 960 
At fafer Diſtance you my Spoüfe ſucceed; 
Heed too theſe Orders, ye "ittendaiit Trait; 
Without the Wall ſtands CE RES "yaearit Fare, 
Rais d on a Mount ; an "aged Cypreſs near, 
Preſerv'd for Ages "with religions Fear ; 

Thither, from different Roads aſſembling, come, 
And meet *enibody'd at the ſacred Dome: 

Tliou, thöu, my Sire, "bur Gods and · Relicks bear; 
Theſe Hands, yet horrid with the Stains of War, 
Refrain their Touch unhallow'd till the. Day, 970 
When the pure Stream fhall waſh the Guilt away. 


965 


"Now, with a Lion's: Sp6ils"beſpread,! I take 
My Sire, a pleaſing Burthen,' on my Back; 
Cloſe clinging to my Hand, and preſſing nigh, 
With Steps une qual trip d TuLvs'by; = 975 
Behind, my lov'd CAEüs a took her way; 


Through every lonely dark Receſs we ftray : 
And I, who late th' embattled Greels could dare, 


Their flying Darts, and whole embodyd W ar, 
Now take Alarm, While Horrors reign around, 980 
At every Breeze, and ſtart at every Sound. 

| With 
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With fancy d Fearz my buſy Thaughts were wild 
For my dear Father, and endanger g Child. 
Now, to the City Gates approgching near, 

I ſeem the Sound of trampling Feet to hear. 85 
Alarm ed my Size logk'd forward thro the Shade, 
And, fly my Son, they come, they come, he fad ; 
Lol from their Shields I fee the Splendors ſtream, 

And ken diſtiget the Helmets fiery Gleam. | 
And here, e ni God, in this Diſmay, 999 
This ſudden Terror, ſnateh gl my Senſe away. 
For while o'er &exjigus Paths I yaldly trod, 

Studious to wander from the beaten Road; 

I loſt my dear Q üs A, or cap ite 

From that fad Moment, af by Fate ſhe fell; 995 
Or ſunk fatignd ; 10 ſtragglegt fam the Trgin; 

But ah! ſhe never bleſt theſe Eyes again! 
Nor, till to CI RES. antient Wall ye Same, 

Did I ſuſpect her Joſt, nor miſs the Dame. 

There all the Train, aſſemhled, all þut ,ſhe, 
Loſt to her Friends, her Eather, Son, and Me. 100 
What Men, what, Gods did my wild Fury # are, 7 
At both I -rav'd, and madden d with P ir 
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In Troy's laſt Ruins did 1 ever know | | 
A Scene fo cruel! ſuch tranſcendent Woe | 1005 
Our Gods, my Son, and Father to the Train * 


J next commend, and hide them in the Plain; * 
Then fly for Troy, and ſhine in Arms again. 9 J 


Reſolwd the burning Town to wander oer, 


And tempt the Dangers that I ſcap'd before. 1010 
Now to the Gate I run with furious haſte, 


Whence firſt from Ilion to the Plain I paſt ; 
Dart round my Eyes in every Place in vain, 


And tread my former Footſteps o'er again. 3 
Surrounding Horrors all my Soul affright; 1015 
And more, the dreadful Silence of the N ight. 

Next to my Houſe I flew without delay, 

If there, if haply there ſhe bent her way. 

In vain-—the conquering Foes were enter'd there ; 

High, oer the Dome, the Flames emblaze the Air; 


Fierce to devour, the fiery Tempeſt flies 1021 
Swells in the Wind, and thunders to the Skies. 


Back to th' embattled Citadel I ran, | 

And ſearch d her Father's regal Walls in vain. 
ULysszs now and PROENIX I ſurvey, Ke 1025 
Who guard, in Junos Fane, the gather'd Prey: 


4A 3 ; 
* 


In 
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In one huge heap the Trojan Wealth was roll'd, 
Refulgent Robes, and Bowls of maſly Gold ; 

A Pile of Tables on the ' Pavement nods, 
Snatch'd from the blazing Temples of the Gods. 1030 
A mighty Train of ſhrieking Mothers bound 
Stood with their Captive Children trembling round. 
Yet more-—I boldly raiſe my Voice on high, 5 
And in the Shade on dear Caziisa cry; 

Call on her Name a thouſand times in vain, 1035 
But ſtill repeat the darling Name again. 

Thus while I rave and roll my ſearching Eyes, 

Solemn and {low I ſaw her Shade ariſe, 


The Form enlarg'd majeſtic mov'd along ; 
Fear raisd my Hair, and Horror chain'd my Tongue ; ; 
Thus as I ſtood amaz'd, the Heav'nly Fair 1041 


With theſe mild Accents ſooth'd my fierce Deſpair. 


Wur with Exceſs of Sorrow raves in vain 
My deareſt Lord, at what the Gods ordain ? 
Oh ! could I ſhare thy Toils !---but Fate denies; 1045 
And Jo vx, dread Jovx, the Sovereign of the Skies. 
In long, long Exile, art thou doom'd to {weep 
Seas after Seas, and plow the vaſty Deep. 
Heſperia 


- 
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1 Heſperi fall be cite, wheve 73ber glides 
Thro' fruitful Rears, and lk in eaſy Tides. 1050 
There ſhall thy Fates a Happier Lot provide, 
5 A glorious Empire, and à Royal Bride. | 
Then let yottr Sorrows for Cats, cee; 
For kfidd I fever fhall be led to Greece ; 1 
Nor feel the Victors Cham, nor Captive's Shame, x 05 
A Slave to ſome imperious Z#rpi0e Dame. 
No ---born a Princeß, ſprung from Hern #bove, 
Ally'd to Vs x ue, 4ind Gertv A from Fo v's, 
Sacred from Gre, th mine, in theſe Mbedes 
To ſerve the gloss Nither ef the Gods. 1860 
Farewel ; and to br *$6h ty "Gare upprote, 
Our Vn, the Plelipe of eur commuttuml Love. 


> Tits the: and, "as I wept, und "with'd to'fay 
Ten thouſand things, diſſolvd in Air away. 
Thrice routil her Neck my eager Arms I'threw:; 1065 
Thrice from my empty Arms the Phantom ſHlew, 
Swift as the Wind, with momentary Flight, 
Swift as a fleeting Viſion ef the Night. 
Now, Day "approathing, to my longing Train, | 
From ruin d Hion I return again; 7 1970 
| | To 
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To whom, with Wonder and Surprize, I find 
A mighty Crowd of new Companions join'd ; 
A Hoſt of willing Exiles round me ſtand, 
Matrons, and Men, a miſerable Band ; ; 
Eager the Wretches pour from every Side, 1075 
To ſhare my Fortunes on the foamy Tide; 3 
Valiant, and arm'd, my. Conduct they implore, 
Jo lead and fix them on ſome foreign Shore: 


And now, oer Laa with an early Bay 
Flames the bright Star, that leads the golden Day. 1080 


tears uw { | IS 


No Hopes of Aid in view, and every Sate 


Foſſeſt by 0 nee ce, at length 7 I yield .to * Fate. 
Safe der the Hill my Father I convey, 


l 


And bear : the... venerable Load. away. a 1084 


The End of the Second Book, 
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A 


The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas proceeds in his Relation: He gives an Account of the Fleet 
in which he ſailed, and the Succeſs of his firſt Voyage to Thrace ; 
From thence he directs his Courſe to Delos, and asks the Oracle what 
Place the Gods had appointed for his Habitation ? By a Miftake of 
the Oraclès Anſiver, he ſettles in Crete; his Houſhold Gods give him 
the true Senſe of the Oracle in a Dream. He follows their Ad- 
vice, and makes the beſt of his Way for Italy: He is caſt on ſeveral 
Shores, and meets with very ſurprixing Adventures, 'till at length 
he lands on Sicily; where his Father Anchiſes dies. This is the 
Place which he was ſailing from, when the: Tempeſt roſe, 4 threw) 
bim upon the Carthaginian Coaſt. 
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T H E 
Third Book of the MEI. 


HEN Heav'n deſtroy'd, by too ſevere a Fate, 
ON 59 

U The Throne of PRrau, and the Phrygian State; 
N | When Troy, tho NzepTUNE rais'd her Bulwarks 


N round, 
The Pride of Afa, ſmoak d upon the Ground; 
We ſeek in vacant Regions new Abodes, | 5 


Call'd by the guiding Omens of the Gods. 
Secret, a ſudden N avy we provide, 


Beneath Antandros, and the Hills of Ide. 
Doubtful, where Heaven would fix our wand'ring Train, 


Our gather d Pow'rs prepare to plow the Main. 10 
6M Scarce 
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Scarce had the Summer ſhot a genial Ray ; ö 

My Sire commands, the Canvas to diſplay, > 

And ſteer wherever Fate ſhould point the Way. ! 
With Tears I leave the Port, my native Shore, | 

And thoſe dear Fields, where Lian roſe before. I 5 

An exil'd Wretch, I lead into the Floods 

My Son, my Friends, and all my vanquiſh'd Gods. 


Tux warlike Thracians till a boundleſs Plain, 
Sacred to Mars, Lycugcus' antient Reign; 
Ally'd to Troy, while Fortune own'd her Cauſe ; 20 
The ſame their Gods and hoſpitable Laws; 4 
Thither, with Fates averſe, my Courſe I bore, 1 8 
And raiſe a Town amid the winding Shore. : | 
Then from my Name the riſing City call, 
And ftretch along the Strand th' embattled Wall. 25 
Here to my Mother, and the favouring Gods, 
I offer d Victims by the rolling Floods ; 
But flew a ſtately Bull to mighty Jovz, 
Who reigns the Sovereign of the Powers above. 


RaisD on a Mount, a cornel Grove was nigh, 30 
And with thick Branches ſtood a Myrtle by. 
1 With: 
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With verdant Boughs to ſhade my Altars round 
I came, and try d to rend them from the Ground. 
When lo! a horrid Prodigy I ſee; 


For ſcarce my Hands had wrench'd the rooted Tree; 35 

When, from the Fibres, Drops of crimſon Gore 

Ran trickling down, and ſtain'd the ſable Shore. 

Amaz'd I ſhook with Horror and Affright, 

My Blood all curdled at the dreadful Sight; 

Curious the latent Cauſes to explore, 40 

With trembling Hands a ſecond Plant I tore; 

That ſecond wounded Plant diſtill'd around 

Red Drops of Blood, and ſprinkled all the Ground. 

Rack'd with a thouſand Fears, devout I bow'd 

To every Nymph, and Thracia's Guardian God, 45 

Theſe Omens to avert by Pow'r Divine, 

And kindly grant a more auſpicious Sign. 

But when once more I tug'd with toiling Hands, 

And eager bent my Knees againſt the Sands ; 

Live I to ſpeak it? from the Tomb I hear 50 

A hollow Groan that ſhock'd my trembling Ear. 

How can thy pious Hands, Znzas, rend 

The bury'd Body of thy hapleſs Friend ? 

This Stream that trickles from the wounded Tree 

Is Trojan Blood, and once ally'd to thee. 55 
0 2 Ah! 
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Ah fly this barbarous Land, this guilty Shore, 
Fly, fly the Fate of murder'd PoLypors. 
This Grove of Lances, from my Body ſlain, 
Now bloom with Vegetable Life again. 


THEN, as amaz'd in deep Suſpence I hung, 60 


Fear raisd my Hair, 'and Horror chain'd my Tongue. 
Ill-fated Px1am, when the Grecian Powers 

With a cloſe Siege begirt the Dardan Tow'rs, 

No more confiding in the Strength of Troy, 

Sent to the Thracian Prince the hapleſs Boy, 

With mighty Treaſures, to ſupport him there, 

Remov'd from all the Dangers of the War. 

This Wretch, when lion's better Fortunes ceaſe, 
Clos'd with the proud victorious Arms of Greece; 
Broke thro' all facred Laws, and uncontroll'd 70 
Deſtroy'd his Royal Charge, to ſeize the Gold. 
Curs'd Gold I—how high will daring Mortals riſe 
In every Guilt, to reach the glittering Prize? 
Soon as my Soul recover'd from her Fears, 
Before my Father and the gather'd Peers, 

I lay the dreadful Omens of the Gods; 


All vote at once to fly the dire Abodes ; 
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To leave th' unhoſpitable Realm behind, 

And ſpread our opening Canvas to the Wind. 

But firſt we paid the Rites to PoLypors, 80 

And rais d a mighty Tomb amid the Shore. 
Next, to his Ghoſt, adorn'd with Cypreſs Boughs 

And fable Wreaths two ſolemn Altars roſe ; 

With lamentable Cries and Hair unbound, 

The Trojan Dames in Order mov'd around. ' 8 

Warm Milk and facred Blood in Bowls we brought, 

To lure the Spirit with the mingled Draught; 

Compos'd the Soul; and, with a diſmal Knell, 

Took thrice the melancholy laſt Farewel. 


SooN as our Fleet could truſt the ſmiling Sea, go 
And the ſoft Breeze had ſmooth'd the watry Way ; 
Call'd by the whiſpering Gales, we rig the Ships, 
Croud round the Shores, and launch into the Deeps. 
Swift from the Port our eager Courſe we ply, 

And Lands and Towns roll backward, as we fly. 95 


BV Doris lov'd, and Ocean's azure God, 
Lies a fair Iſle amid th' AÆgean Flood; 
Which ProzBus fix d; for once ſhe wander d round 


The Shores, and floated on the vaſt Profound. 
2 To But 
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But now unmov'd the peopled Region braves 100 
The roaring Whirl-winds, and the furious Waves. 
Safe in her open Ports the ſacred Iſle 

Receiv'd us harraſs'd with the naval Toil. 

Our Reverence due to Px otsus' Town we pay, 

And holy ANius meets us on the way 105 
Anus, whoſe Brows the Wreaths and Laurels grace, 
Prieſt of the God, and Sovercign of the Place. 
Well-pleas'd to. ſee our Train the Shore aſcend, 

He flew to meet my Sire, his antient Friend : 

In hoſpitable Guiſe our Hands he preſt, 349 
Then to the Palace led each honour d Gueſt, 

To Pxotsus aged Temple I repair, 

And ſuppliant to the God prefer my. Pray'r : 

To wandring Wretches, who in Exile roam, 

Grant, O Thymbrean God, a ſettled Home ; IIs 
Oh! grant thy Suppliants, their long Labours paſt, 

A Race to flouriſh, and a Town to. laſt. 

Preſerve this little ſecond Troy in Peace, 

Snatch'd from Ac HILL ES and the Sword of Greece; 
Vouchſafe, great Father, ſome auſpicious Sign; 120 
And oh! inform us with thy Light divine, 

Where lies our Way? and what auſpicious Guide, 

To foreign Realms ſhall lead us o'er the Tide? 


SUDDEN 
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- SUDDEN, the dire Alarm the Temple took, 

The Laurels, Gates, and lofty Mountains ſhook. 125 
Burſt with a dreadful Roar, the Veils diſplay 
The hallow'd Tripods in the Face of Day. 
Humbled we fell; then, proſtrate on the Ground, 
We hear theſe Accents in an awful Sound : 
Ye valiant Sons of Troy, the Land that bore 130 
Your mighty Anceſtors to Light before, 

Once more their great Deſcendants ſhall embrace; 
Go---ſeek the antient Mother of your Race. 
There the wide World, Anzas Houſe ſhall ſway, 
And down from Son to Son, th'imperial Power convey.. 135 


Tus Puok Bus ſpoke ; and Joy tumultuous fir'd 
The thronging Crowds; and eager all enquir'd, 
What Realm, what Town, his Oracles ordain, - | 
Where the kind God would fix the wandring Train? 
Then in his Mind my Sire revolving o'er 140 
The long, long Records of the Times before; 
Learn, ye aſſembled Peers, he cries, from me, 
The happy Realm the Laws of Fate decree; 
Fair Crete ſublimely towers amid the Floods, 
Proud Nurſe of ] ove, the Sovereign of the Gods. 145 

There 


3 
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There Ida ſtands, and thence we trace 
The firſt Memorials of the 77 rojan Race; 
A hundred Cities the bleſt Iſle contains, 
Aud boaſts a vaſt Extent of fruitful Plains. 
Hence our fam'd Anceſtor old TEVUOER bore 150 
His Courſe, and gain'd the fair Rhetean Shore. 
There the great Chief the Seat of Empire choſe, 
Before proud Troy's majeſtic Structures roſe ; 
Till then, if rightly I record the Tale, 
Our old Forefathers till'd the lowly Vale. 155 
From hence arriv'd the Mother of the Gods, 
Hence her loud Cymbals and her ſacred Woods; 
Hence, at her Rites religious Silence reigns, 
And Lions whirl her Chariot o'er the Plains. 
Then fly we ſpeedy where the Gods command, 160 
Appeaſe the Winds, and ſeek the Cretan Land. 
Nor diſtant is the Shore; if Jove but ſmile, 
Three Days ſhall waft us to the bliſsful Iſle, 


OO — — — — — 


/ Tris ſaid; he ſlays the Victims due, and loads A. 
In haſte the ſmoaking Altars of the Gods. 165 
A Bull to PHozsus, and a Bull was ſlain 
To thee, great Ne»TUNE, Monarch of the Main. 


A Milk -— © 
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A milk-white Ewe to every Weſtern Breeze, 

A black, to every Storm that ſweeps the Seas. 

Now Fame reports IDOMENEUS' Retreat, | I70 
Expell'd and baniſh'd from the Throne of Crete; 
Free from the Foe the vacant Region lay. 

We leave the Delian Shore, and plow the watry Way. 
By fruitful Naxos, o'er the Flood we fly, 

Where to the Bacchanals the Hills reply ; I75 
By green Dony/a next, and Paros ſteer, 

Where, white in Air, her glittering Rocks appear. 
Thence through the Cyclades the Navy glides, 

Whoſe cluſtring Iſlands ſtud the filver Tides. 

Loud ſhout the Sailors, and to Crete we fly; 180 
To Crete our Country, was the general Cry. F- 
Swift ſhoots the Fleet before the driving Blaſt, 

And on the Cretan Shore deſcends at laſt. 


Wir n eager Speed I frame a Town, and call 

From antient PERGAMUs the riſing Wall. 185 
Pleas d with the Name, my Trojans I command 
To raiſe ſtrong Tow'rs, and ſettle in the Land. 

Soon as our luſty Youth the Fleet could moor, 


And draw the Veſſels on the ſandy Shore, 
| 8 Soon 
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Some join the nuptial Bands: With buſy Toit 190 
Their Fellows plow the new. diſcover d Soil. | 
To frame impartial Laws I bend my Cares, 
Allot the Dwellings, and aflign the Shares. 
When lo! from ftanding Air and poiſon'd Skies, 
A fudden Plague with dire Contagion flies. 


195 


On Corn and Trees the dreadful Peſt began; 


And laſt the fierce Infection ſeiz d on Man. 
They breathe their Souls in Air; or drag with Pain 
Their Lives, now lengthen'd out for Woes, in vain; 
Their wonted Food the blaſted Fields deny, 200 
And the red Dog-ftar fires the ſultry Sky. 


| My Sire advis d, to meaſure back the Main, 


Conſult, and beg the Delian God again 
To end our Woes, his Succour to diſplay, 
And to our Wandrings point the certain Way. 205 


"Twas Night; ſoft Slumbers had the World poſſeſt, 
When, as I lay compos'd in pleaſing Reſt, 
Thoſe Gods I bore from flaming Troy, ariſe - 
In awful Figures to my wondring Eyes: ; | 
Cloſe at my Couch they ſtood, divinely bright, 210 
And ſhone diſtin& by CI NTIA's gleaming Light, 
. . 
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Then, to diſpell the Cares that rack d my Breaſt, 
Theſe Words the viſonary Powers addreſt; 


TuosE Truths the God in Delos would repeat, 


By Us, his Envoys, he unfolds in Crete. 2215 


By Us, Companions of thy Arms and Thee 
From flaming Ilion oer the felling Sea. 

Led by Our Care, ſhall thy Deſcendants riſe, 
The World's majeſtic Monarchs, to the Skies. 


Then build thy City for Imperial Sway, 220 


And boldly take the long laborious Way. 

Forſake this Region; for the Delian Pow r 

Aſſign d not for thy Seat the Gnoſſian Shore. 

Once by OEnotrians till'd, there lies a Place, 

"Twas call'd Heſberia by the Grecian Race; 1 
For martial Deeds and Fruits renown'd by Fame ; | 


But ſince, Italia, from the Leader's Name. 


Theſe are the native Realms the Fates aſſign; 


Hence roſe the Fathers of the Trojan Line; 
The great Ias1vus, ſprung from Heay'n above, 230 
And antient Dax DAnus, derivd from Jovs. 
Riſe then, in haſte theſe joyful Tidings bear, 
Theſe Truths unqueſtion'd, to thy Father's Ear. 
9 | P 2 Be 
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Or who gave Credit to Cass ANDRA's Strain, 


Purſue we now a ſurer, ſafer Road, 
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Begone—the | fair Auſonian Realms explore, 


For Joys. himſelf denies the Cretan Shore. 235 
\ | > &@ 


STRUCK with. the Voice Divine, and awful Sight, 
No common Dream, or Viſion of the Night; 
I faw the Wreaths, their Features; and a Stream 
Of trickling Sweat ran cold from every Limb. 
I ſtarted from my Bed, and rais d on high 240 
My Hands and Voice in Rapture to the Sky. 
Then (to our Gods the due Oblations paid) 
The Scene Divine before my Sire I laid. 
He owns his Error of each antient Place, 
Our two great Founders, and the double Race. 245 


My Son, bs cry'd, whom adverſe Fates employ, 
Oh! exercis d in all the Woes of Troy! 

Now I reflect, Cassanpra's Word Divine 

Aſſign d theſe Regions to the Dardan Line. 

But who ſurmiz'd, the Sons of Troy ſhould come 250 
To fair Heſperia from their diſtant Home ? 


Doom'd by the Fates to propheſy in vain ? 


By .ProzBus pointed, and obey the God. 
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Glad we comply, and leave a Few behind ; 

Then, ſpread our Sails to catch the driving Wind; 

Forſake this Realm; the ſparkling Waves divide, 
And the ſwift Veſſels ſhoot along the Tide. 


Now vaniſh'd from our Eyes the leſſening Ground; 260 

And, all the wide Horizon ſtretching round, 

Above was Sky, beneath was Sea profound : 

When, blackning by degrees, a gathering Cloud, 

Charg d with big Storms, frown'd dreadful o'er the Flood 

And darken'd all the Main; the Whirlwinds roar, 2 6 5 

And roll the Waves in Mountains to the Shore. 

Snatch'd ky the furious Guſt, the Veſſels keep 

Their Road no more, but ſcatter o'er the Deep : 

The Thunders roll, the forky Light'nings fly ; 

And in a Burſt of Rain deſcends the Sky. 270 

Far from our Courſe was daſh'd the Navy wide, 

And dark we wander o'er the tolling Tide. 

Not ſkilful PALINURE in ſuch a Sea, ] 

So black with Storms, diſtinguiſh d Night from Day; . 

Nor knew to turn the Helm, or point the Way. 27 J 
Three Nights, without One guiding Star in View, | 


Three Days, without the Sun, the Navy flew ; 
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The Fourth, by Dawn, the fvelling Shows we py, } 
See the 'thin Smokes, that melt into the Sky, > 
And blueiſh Hills juſt opening on the Eye. 28 | 
We furl the Sails, with bending Oars divide 
The flaſhing Waves, and weep the _ Tide. 


Incircled by the vaſt Jonian Main, 
Where dwelt Cz1.zx0 with her Harpy Train; 285] 
Since Boxt as' Sons had chac'd the direful Gueſts 
From PfINEUS' Palace, and their wonted Feaſts. 

But Fiends to ſcourge Mankind, ſo fierce, ſo fell, 
Heav'n never ſummon'd from the Depths of Hell : : 
Bloated and gorg'd with Prey, and ever thence 290 
Foul to the Sight, and noiſom to the Senſe: 

A Female Face, with Wings and hooky Claws; 

Death in their Eyes, and Famine in their Jays, 


SAFE 10 the Storm the Strophades I * | 


Taz Port we enter d, and with Joy beheld 
Huge Herds of Oxen graze the verdant Field, 2 95 
And feeding F locks of Goats, without a Swain, | 
That range at large, and bound along the Plain; ; 
We ſeize, we ſlay, and to the copious Feaſt 
Call eyery God, and Jo vx himſelf a Gueſt. 
Then 
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Then on the winding Shore the Tables plac'd, 300 
And fate indulging in the rich Repaſt ; 1 
When from the Mountains, terrible to view, 

On ſounding Wings the Monſter Harpyes flew. 

They taint the Banquet with their Touch abhorr'd, 

Or ſnatch the ſmoaking Viands from the Board. 305 
A Stench offenſive follows where they fly, 

And loud they ſcream, and raiſe a dreadful Cry, 
Thence to a cavern'd Rock the Train remove, 

And the cloſe Shelter of a ſhady Grove; 

Once more prepare the Feaft, the Tables raiſe ; 310 
Once more with Fires the loaded Altars blaze. 

Again the Fiends from their dark Covert fly, 

But from a different Quarter of the Sky; 

With loathſom Claws they ſnatch the Food away, 
Scream o'er our Heads, and poiſon all the Prey. 315 
Enrag'd, I bid my Train their Arms prepare, 
And with the direful Monſters wage the War. 

Cloſe in the Graſs, obſervant of the Word, 

They hide the ſhining Shield, and gleaming Sword. 

Then, as the Harpyes from the Hills once more 320 
Pour'd ſhricking down, and crowded round the Shore, 
On his high Stand M1szNnus ſounds from far 
The brazen Trump, the Signal of the War. 


* ? id * 
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With unaccuſtom' d Fight we flew, to ſlay 

The Forms obſcene, dread ' Monſters of the Sea. 325 
But proof to Steel their Hides and Plumes remain ; : , 

We ſtrike th' impenetrable Fiends in vain, 

Who from the Fragments wing th' atrial Way, 

And leave, involv'd in Stench, the mangled Prey ; 

All but Cz:izx0;--from a pointed Rock 330 
Where perch'd ſhe fate, the boding Fury ſpoke : 

Then was it not enough, ye Sons of Troy, 

Our Flocks to ſlaughter, and our Herds deſtroy ? 

But War, ſhall impious War your Wrongs maintain, 
And drive the Harpyes from their Native Reign ? 335 
Hear then your dreadful Doom with due Regard, 
Which mighty Jovs to PHogtpus has declard ; 
Which PHoEBUs open'd to CExLaNnO's View, 

And I, the Furies Queen, unfold to You. 
To promis d 1zaly your Courſe you ply, 340 

And fafe to Italy at length ſhall fly; 

But never, never raiſe your City there, 

Till, in due Vengeance for the Wrongs we bear, 
Imperious Hunger urge you to devour | 
Thoſe yery Boards on which you fed before. 345 


Sur 
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sus ceas'd, and fled into the gloomy Wood. 
With Hearts dej ected my Companions ſtood, 
And ſudden Horrors froze their curdling Blood. 
Down drop the Shield and Spear ; from Fight we cons | 
And humbly fue by ſuppliant Vows for Peace; 350 
And whether Goddefles, or Fiends from Hell, 
Proſtrate before the monſtrous Forms we fell. 
But old AN cHISES, by the beating Floods, 
Invok'd with Sacrifice th' Immortal Gods; 1 a 
And rais d his Hands and Voice; Ve Pow'rs Divine 35 5 
Avert theſe Woes, and ſpare a righteous Line. 


Then he commands to cut the Cords away ; 

With Southern Gales we plow the foamy Sea. 

And, where the friendly Breeze or Pilot guides, | 
With flying Sails we ſtem the murmuring Tides, 360 
Now, high in View, amid the circling F loods | 
We ken Zacynthus crown'd with waving Woods. 
Dulichian Coaſts, and Samian Hills we ſpy, 
And Meritos aſpiring to the Sky. . 
Rough Irbaca we ſhun, a rocky Shore, 365 
And curſe the Land that dire ULvssss bore. 

Then dim L EUCATE fwell'd to Sight, who ſhrouds 3 
His proud aerial Brow in ambient Clouds: 


Q Laſt 
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Laſt opens, by degrees, Ar ol 1. o's Fane, 

The Dread of Sailors on the wintry Main. 370 
To this ſmall Town, fatigu'd with Toil, we haſte; 

The circling Anchors from the Prows are caſt. 

| Safe to the Land beyond our Hopes reſtor d, 

We paid our Vows to Heav'n's Almighty Lord. 

All bright in ſuppling Oil, my Friends employ 375 
Their Limbs in wreſtling, and revive with Joy 

On Actian Shores the ſolemn Games of Troy. 

Pleas'd we reflect, that we had paſs d in Peace 
Through Foes unnumber'd, and the Towns of Grote. 


Manrin the Sun his annual Race performs ; 3 80 
And bluſt'ring Boreas fills the Sea with Storms; 
I hung the Brazen Backler on the Door, 
Which once in Fight the Warlike Azas bore * 
And thus inſcrib'd---Theſe Arms with Blood diſtain' d, 
From conquering Greece the great ENEAS gaind; 385 


Then, rous d at my Command, the Sailors fweep 

And daſh with bending Oars the ſparkling Deep. 

Soon had we loft Pheacia's ſinking Tow'rs, 

And ſkim'd along Epirus flying Shores. ; 
On the CBaonian Fort at length we fall; | 390 
Thence we aſcend to high Butbrotos Wall. 


Aſtoniſh'd 
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Aſtoniſh'd here a ſtrange Report we found, 

That Trojan HELENVUS in Greece was crown'd. 

The Captive Prince, (victorious PyRRHũs dead) 

At once ſucceeded to his Throne and Bed; 39g 
And fair ANDROMACHE, to Troy reſtor d, 

Once more was wedded to a Dardan Lord. 

With eager Joy I left the Fleet, and went 

To hail ny" Royal Friends, and learn the ſtrange Event. 


Berore the Walls, within a nr Wood 400 
Where a new Simois roll'd his filver Flood; 
By Chance, Ax DpROouACHE that Moment paid 
The mournful Offerings to her HecTor's Shade. 
A Tomb, an empty Tomb her Hands compoſe 


Of living Turf; and two fair Altars roſe. 40 : 
Sad Scene |—that ſtill provok'd the Tears ſhe ſhed ; 


And here the Queen invok'd the mighty Dead. 

When lo! as I advanc'd, and drew more nigh, 

She ſaw my Trojan Arms, and Enfigns fly; 
80 ſtrange a Sight aſtoniſh d to ſurvey, 4410 
The Princeſs trembles, falls, and faints away. 8 
Her beauteous Frame the vital Warmth forſook, 

And ſcarce recover d thus at length ſhe ſpoke: 


Q 2 FHH! 
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_ Hal-is it true ?—in Perſon? and alive? ö 
Still, doſt thou ſtill, oh! Goddeſs-born, ſurvive? 415 
Or, if no more thou breathe the vital Air, 
Where is my Lord, my HECToR, tell me where? 
Then, the big Sorrow ſtreaming from her Eyes, 

She fill'd the Air with agonizing Cries. 
Few Words to ſooth her raging Grief I fay, 420 
And ſcarce thoſe Few, for Sobs, could find their way. 


Axl] truſt your Eyes, no Phantoms here impoſe ; 
1 live indeed, but drag a Life of Woes. 
Say then, oh Say, has Fortune yet been juſt 
To Worth like yours, fince HzcTor ſunk in Duſt ? 425 
Or oh! is that great Heroe's Conſort led | 
(His dear Ax DPROMUACHE) to PyRRRHUS Bed? 
To this, with lowly Voice, the Fair replies, 
While on the Ground ſhe fixt her ſtreaming Eyes. 


Tux bleſt Poiyxsxal condemn'd to fall 430 
By vengeful Greece beneath the Trojan Wall 1 
Stab d at PRLID ES Tomb the Victim bled, 
By Death deliver d from the Victor's Bed. 


— 


No 
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Nor Lots diſgrac'd her with a Chain, like Me, | 
A wretched Captive, drag'd from Sea to Sea ! 4 35 
Doom'd to that Heroe's haughty Heir, I gave 

A Son to PyxRHUs, more than half a Slave. 

From Me, to fair Hzxmione he fled 

Of Lepa's Race, and ſought a Spartan Bed; 

My lighted Charms to HRLENUSs reſign d, 440 
And in the Bridal Bands his Captives join d. . 
But fierce Ox ESHES, by the Furies toſt 

And mad with Vengeance for the Bride he loſt, 

Swift on the Monarch from his Ambuſh flew, 

And at AyoLLo's hallow'd Altar flew. _ 445 
On HELENUsSs devolv'd, (the T yrant ſlain,) 

A Portion of the Realm, a large Domain: 

From CHAORN's Name the fruitful Tract he calls, 

And from old PRRNOGAuus, his growing Walls. 

But oh ! what Winds, what Fate s, what gracious Pow'rs 450 
Led you, unknowing, to theſe Friendly Shores ? 

Does yet As cAN Tus live, the Hope of Troy ® 

Does his fond Mother's Death afflict the Boy? 

Or Glory's Charms his little Soul inflame, 

To match my HecTok's or his Father's Fame? 4535 
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80 ſpoke. the Queen with mingled Sobs and Cries, 
And Tears in vain ran trickling from her Eyes. 
When lo! in Royal Pomp the King deſcends 
With a long Train, and owns his antient Friends. 
Then to the Town his welcome Gueſts he led; 460 
Tear follow'd Tear, at every Word he faid. 

Here in a foreign Region I behold 
A little Troy, an Image of the Old; 

Here creeps along a poor penurious Stream, 

That fondly bears Scamander's mighty Name ; 465 
A ſecond Scæan Gate I claſp with Joy, 

In dear Remembrance of the firft in Troy. 

With Me, the Monarch bids my Friends, and All, 
Indulge the Banquet in the Regal Hall, 

Crown'd with rich Wine the foamy Goblets hold ; 470 
And the vaſt Feaſt was ferv'd in maſſy Gold. 


Two Days were paſt, and now the Southern Gales 8 


Call us aboard, and ſtretch the ſwelling Sails. 


A thouſand Doubts diſtract my anxious Breaſt, 
And thus the Royal Prophet I addreſs d: | 475 


Oh Sacred Prince of 77 roy, to whom tis giv'n, 


To ſpeak Events, and ſearch the Will of Heav'n, 
The 
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The ſecret Mind of Pfok Bus to declare 

From Laurels, T ripods, and from every Star; 

| To know the Voice of every Fowl that flies, 430 
The Signs of every Wing that beats the Skies; 
Inftru me, Sacred Seer ; ſince every God, | 

With each bleſt Omen, bids me plow the Flood 

To reach fair Italy, and meaſure o'er 

A Length of Ocean to the deſtin'd Shore: 485 
The Harpy Queen, and ſhe alone, relates 


A Scene of fad unutterable Fates, 


A dreadful Famine ſent from Heaven on high, 

With all the gather'd Vengeance of the Sky : 

Tell me, what Dangers I muſt firſt oppoſe, 490 
And how o'ercome the mighty Weight of Woes. 


Now, the due Victims ſlain, the King implores 

The Grace and Favour of th' Immortal Pow'rs ; 
Unbinds the Fillets from his facred Head, 

Then, by the Hand, in ſolemn State he led 495 
His trembling Gueſt to PxotBus fair Abode, 

Struck with an awful Reverence of the God. 

At length, with all the ſacred Fury fir d, 

Thus ſpoke the Prophet, as the God inſpir d: 


SINCE, 
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SiNcs, mighty Chief, the Deities, your Guides, 500 
With proſperous Omens waft you o'er the Tides, 
Such is the Doom of Fate, the Will of Jovs, 
The firm Decree of him who reigns above: 
Hear me, of many Things, explain a Few, 
Your future Courſe with Safety to purſue ; "Weg 
And, all theſe foreign Floods and Countries paſt, 
To reach the wiſh'd Auſonian Port at laſt. 
The reſt the Fates from HELENVUS conceal, , 
And Heay'n's dread Queen forbids me to reveal. 
Firſt then, that Italy, that promis d Land, 510 
Tho thy fond Hopes already graſſ p the Strand, 
(Tho' now ſhe ſeems fo near, ) a mighty Tide, 
And long, long Regions from your Reach divide. 
Sicilian Seas muſt bend your plunging Oars ; 
. Your Fleet muſt coaſt the fair Aiſonian Shores, 515 
And reach the dreadful Iſle, - the dire Abode 
Where CIxex reigns; and ſtem the Stygian F bod, 'S 
Before your fated City ſhall aſcend. 
Hear then, and theſe auſpicious Signs attend : 


4 When, loſt in Contemplation deep, you find 520 
0 e A large white Mother of the briſtly Kind, 1 
| OE | With 
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With her white Brood of thirty Young, who drain 

Her ſwelling Dugs, where Tyber bathes the Plain: 
There, there, thy Town ſhall riſe, my godlike Friend, 
And all thy Labours find their deſtin d End. 525 
Fear then CELÆNo's direful Threats no more, 

That your fierce Hunger ſhall your Boards devour. 
AroLLo, when invok'd, will teach the Way, 

And Fate the myſtic Riddle ſhall diſplay. 

But theſe next Borders of th' Iralian Shores, 530 
On whoſe rough rocky Sides our Ocean roars, 

Avoid with Caution, for the Grecian Train 

Poſſeſs thoſe Realms that ſtretch along the Main. 

Here, the fierce Locrians hold their dreadful Seat; 
There, brave IDouENEUs, expell'd from Crete, 53 5 
Has fixt his Armies on Salentine Ground, 

And awes the wide Calabrian Realms around. 

Here PHiLoCTE ES, from Theſſalian Shores, 

Rears ſtrong Petilia fenc'd with Walls and Tow'rs. 

Soon as tranſported o'er the rolling Floods, 540 
You pay due Vows in honour of the Gods, 

When on the Shore the ſmoaking Altars rife, 

A purple Veil draw cautious o'er your Eyes; 

| Left hoſtile Faces ſhould appear in Sight, | 
To blaſt and diſcompoſe the hallow'd Rite. 1 
R Obſerve 
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Obſerve this Form before the Sacred Shrine, 
Thou, and thy Friends, and all thy future Line. 


- Wazn near Sicilian Coaſts thy bellying Sails 


At length convey thee with the driving Gales; 


PzLokvs' Straits juſt opening by degrees; 550 
Turn from the right ; avoid the Shores and Seas. | 
Far to the left thy Courſe in Safety keep, 

And fetch a mighty Circle round the Deep. 

That Realm of old, a Ruin huge ! was rent 

In length of Ages from the Continent : 555 
With Force convulſive burft the Iſle away; 

Through the dread Opening broke the thund'ring Sea: 


At once the thund'ring Sea Sicilia tore, 


And ſunder d from the fair Heſperian Shore; 

And ſtill the neighbouring Coafts and Towns divides 560 
With ſcanty Channels, and contracted Tides. 

Fierce to the right tremendous Scylla roars, 

Charybdis on the left the Flood devours: 

Thrice ſwallow'd in her Womb, ſubſides the Sea, 

Deep, deep as Hell; and thrice ſhe ſpouts away 565 
From her black bellowing Gulphs, diſgorg d on high, 
Waves after Waves, that daſh the diftant Sky. 


„ 5 ; | | Lodg'd 
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Lodg'd in a darkſom Cavern's dreadful Shade, 
High' oer the Surges Scylla rears her Head: 


Grac'd with a Virgin's Breaſt, and Female Looks, 


She draws the Veſſels on the pointed Rocks. 
Below, ſhe lengthens in a monſtrous Whale, 
With Dogs ſurrounded and a Dolphin's Tail. 
But oh ! 'tis far, far ſafer with delay 

Still round and round to plow the watry Way, 
And coaſt Pachynus, than with curious Eyes 

Io ſee th' Enormous Den where ScyLL a hes; 
The dire tremendous Fury to explore, 
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570 


575 


Where, round her cavern'd Rocks, her watry Monſters roar. 


Bzs1DEs, if HzLENUs the Truth inſpires, 
If PHozBUs warms me with Prophetic Fires; 


One thing in chief, O Prince of VE N us. Strain, 


Tho' oft repeated, I muſt urge again. 
To Juno firſt with Gifts and Vows repair, 


And vanquiſh Heav'ns imperial Queen with Pray'r. 585 


So ſhall your Fleets in Safety waft you o'er, 
From fair Trinacria to th Heſperian Shore; 
There when arriv'id you viſit Cuma's Tow'rs, 
Where dark with ſhady Woods Avernus roars, 
You'll ſee the S in her rocky Cave, 
And hear the furious Maid divinely rave. 


580 


The 


124 VIRGIL's &NEID. Book III. 


The dark Decrees of Fate the Virgin ſings, 
And writes on Leaves, Names, Characters, and Things. 


The myſtic Numbers, in the Cavern laid, 


Are rang d in Order by the Sacred Maid; 595 
There they repoſe in Ranks along the Floor ; 
At length a caſual Wind unfolds the Door; 

The caſual Wind diſorders the Decrees, 


And the looſe Fates are- ſcatter'd by the Breeze. 


She ſcorns to range them, and again unite 600 
The fleeting Scrolls, or ſtop their airy Flight. 

Then back retreat the diſappointed Train, 

And curſe the Siby/ they conſult in vain. 

But thou more wiſe thy purpos'd Courſe delay, 


E hough thy raſh Friends ſhould ſummon thee away ; 605 


And wait with Patience, though the flattering Gales 
Sing in thy Shrowds, and fill thy opening Sails. 


With ſuppliant Pray'rs intreat her to relate, 


In vocal Accents, all thy various Fate. 


Her Voice the Italian Nations ſhall declare, 610 


And the whole Progreſs' of thy future War. 

Thy numerous. Toils the Propheteſs ſhall ſhow, 

And how to ſhun, or ſuffer every Woe. 

With Reverence due, her potent Aid implore, | 


80 ſhalt thou ſafely reach the deſtin'd Shore: 615 
Thus far I tell thee, but muſt tell no more. Pro-) 
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Proceed, brave Prince, with Courage in thy Wars, 
And raiſe the Trojan Glory to the Stars. 


Wu thus my Fates the Royal Seer foretold, 
He ſent rich Gifts of Elephant and Gold; 620 
Within my Navy's Sides large Treaſures ſtow'd, 
And brazen Cauldrons, that refulgent glow'd. 
To Me the Monarch gave a ſhining Mail, 
With many a golden Claſp, and golden Scale ; 
With this, a beauteous radiant Helm, that bore 625 
A waving Plume; the Helm that PyRRHOUs wore. 
My Father too with coſtly Gifts he loads, 
And Sailors he ſupplies to ſtem the Floods, 
And generous Steeds, and Arms to all my Train, 
With skilful Guides to lead us o'er the Main. 630 


AND now my Sire gave Orders to unbind 

The gather'd Sails, and catch the raiſing Wind; 

Whom thus, at parting, the Prophetic Sage 

Addreſs d with all the Reverence due to Age. 

O favour'd of the Skies! whom Venus led 635 

To the high Honours 'of her genial Bed, 

Her own immortal Beauties to enjoy, 

And twice preſerv'd thee from the Flames of Troy : 
| Lo! 


* 


126 VIR GIL X NED. Book Hl. 


Lo! © your. Eyes Aufomam Conſts appear; 
Go—to that Realm your happy Voyage ſteer. 640 
But far beyond thoſe Regions you ſurvey, 

Your config Fleet muſt cut the lengthen' d Way. 
Still, ſtill at diſtance Kes the fated Place, 


Aſſign' d by Proz3vs to the Trojan Race. 


Go then, he faid, with full Sucoeſs go on, 64 5 
Oh bleſt! thrice bleſt in ſuch a matchlefs Son. 
Why longer ffiould my Words your Courſe detain, 
When the foft Gales invite you to the Mam? 


No leſs the Queen, her Love and Grief to tell, | 
With coſtly Preſents takes her {ad Farewel. 650 
She gave my Son a Robe; the Robe of old 
Her own fair Hands embroider'd "o'er with Gold: 

With precious Veſts ſhe loads the darling Boy, 

And a refulgent Mantle wrought in 77%. 

Accept, dear Youth, ſhe ſaid, theſe Robes I wove 655 
In happier Days, Memorial of my Love. 


This trifling Token of thy Friend receive, 


The laſt, laſt Preſent Hz cTor's Wife can give. 
Ah! now, methinks, and only now, I ſee 
My dear ASTYANAX revive in Thee! 
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Such were his Motions |! guch a ſprightly Grace 
Charm'd from his Eyes, and open'd in his Face 
And, had it pleas'd alas! the Pow'rs Divine, 
His blooming Years had been the fame as thine. 


Tuus then the mournful laſt Farewel I took, 663 
And, bath'd in Tears, the Royal Pair beſpoke : 
Live You long happy in a Settled State ; 
"Tis Ours to wander ſtill from Fate to Fate. 
Safe have you gain'd the peaceful Port of Eaſe, 
Not doom'd to plow th' immeaſurable Seas; 670 
Nor ſeek for Latium, that deludes the View, 
A Coaſt that flies as faſt as we purſue. 
Here you a new Scamander can enjoy; 
Here your own Hands erect a Second Troy : 
With happier Omens may ſhe riſe in Peace, 675 
And leſs obnoxious than the firſt to Greece / 
If cer the long expected Shore I gain, 
Where Tyber's Streams enrich the flow'ry Plain; 
Or if I live to raiſe our fated Town ; 


Our Latian Troy and yours ſhall join in one; 680 
In one ſhall centre both the kindred States, 


The fame their Founder, and the ſame their Fates! 
by And 


1 
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And may their Sons to future Times convey 


The Sacred Friendſhip which we ſign to-day. 


Wr take to Izaly the ſhorteſt Road, 68 5 
By ſteep Ceraunian Mountains, o'er the Flood. 
Now the deſcending Sun roll'd down the Light, 
The Hills lie cover'd in the Shades of Night. 
When ſome by Lot attend, and ply the Oars ; 


Some, worn with Toll, lie ftretch'd along the Shores. 690 


There, by the Murmurs of the heaving Deep 


| Rock'd to Repoſe, they ſunk in pleaſing Sleep. 


Scarce half the Hours of filent Night were fled, 

When careful PALINURE forſakes his Bed; 

And every Breath explores that ſtirs the Seas, 695 
And watchful liſtens to the paſſing Breeze ; 


Obſerves the Courſe of every Orb on high, 
That moves in filent Pomp along the Sky. 


ArxcTuRrUs dreadful with his ſtormy Star, 
The watry Hyads, and the Northern Car, 700 
In the blue Vault his piercing Eyes behold, 
And huge Orion flame in Arms of Gold. 
When all ſerene he ſaw th' Ethereal Plain, 
He gave the Signal to the ſlumb ring Train. | 
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We rouze ; our opening Canvas we diſplay, 705 
And wing with ſpreading Sails the watry Way. 


Now every Star before Aux ORA flies, 
Whoſe glowing Bluſhes ſtreak the purple Skies: 
When the dim Hills of 1zaly we view'd, 
That peep'd by Turns, and div'd beneath the Flood. 710 
Lo Italy appears, AcharEs cries, 
And Ttaly, with Shouts, the Crowd replies. 
My Sire, tranſported, crowns a Bowl with Wine, 
Stands on the Deck, and calls the Pow'rs divine : 
Ye Gods! who rule the Tempeſts, Earth, and Seas, 7I 5 
Befriend our Courſe, and breathe a proſperous Breeze. 
Upſprung th' expected Breeze; the Port we ſpy, 2 
Near, and more near s and PAL L ASs' Fane on high, | 
With the ſteep Hill, roſe dancing to the Eye. 
Our Sails are furl'd; and from the Seas profound, 720 


We turn the Prows to Land, while Ocean foams around. 


WER from the raging Eaſt the Surges flow, 
The Land indented bends an ample Bow; 
The Port's conceal'd within the winding Shore; 
Daſh'd on the fronting Cliffs, the Billows roar. 725 
5 8 Two 
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Two lofty taw ring Rocks extended wide, 5 
With outſtretch'd Arms embrace the murmuring Tide. 
Within the mighty Wall the Waters lie, 
And from the Coaft the Temple ſeems to fly. 


HeRe firſt, a dubious Omen I beheld ; 780 
Four milk-white Courſers graz'd the verdant Field. 
War, cry'd my Sire, theſe hoſtile Realms prepare; 
Train'd to the Fight, theſe Steeds dengwnce the War. 

But ſincęe ſametimes they hear the guiding Rein, 
Yok'd to the Car; the Hopes of Peace remain. 735 
Then, as her Temple rais d our Shouts, we paid 

Our hrſt Devotions to the martial Maid, 

Next, as the Rules of HELENVUs enjoin, 7 
We veil'd our Heads at Ju o's facred Shrine; 
And ſought Heav'n's awful Queen with Rites diyine, Pi 
This dane ;---ance more with ſhifting Sails we fly, 
And cautious paſs the haſtile Regions by. 

Hence we renown'd Tarentum's Bay behold, 

Renown'd, tis faid, frem HzzcyLzs of old. 

Oppos d, Lacigia's Temple roſe on high, = "Ts 
And proud Cawlenian Tow'rs ſalute the Sky. 
Then, near the rqcky Scy/aczan Bay 
For Wrecks defam'd, we play the watry Way. 


Now 
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Now we behold; emerging to our Eyes 
From diſtant Floods, Sicilian tna riſe; 
And hear a thund' ring Din, and dreadful Roar 
Of Billows breaking 'on" the rocky Shore. 
The ſmoaking Waves boil high, on every fide, 
And ſcoop the Sands, and blacken all the Tide. 
Charybdis Gulph, my Father ' cries; behold'! 766 
The direful Rocks the Royal Seer” foretold; 
Ply, ply your Oars, and ſtretch to every Stroke: 
Swift as the Word, their ready Oars they took; 
Firſt ſkilful PA LIN UAE; then all the Train 400 
Steer to the leſt, and plow'the liquid Plain. 760 
mw 
Now on a tow'ring Arch of Waves we riſe, \ 
Heav'd on the- bounding Billows, to the Skies. 
Then, as the roaring Surge retreating fell, 
We ſhoot down headlong to the Depths of Hell. 
Thrice the rough Rocks Tebellow in our Ears; 765 
Thrice mount the ſoamy Tides, and daſh the Stars. 
Taz Wind now ſinking with the Lamp of Day, 
Spent with our Toils, and dubious /of the Way; 
We reach the dire Cyctopean Shore, that form 5 
An ample Port, impervious to the Storms. 770 
8 2 «hb mers" But 
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But Ana roars with dreadful Ruins nigh, 5 f 
Now hurls a burſting Cloud of Cinders high, | | 
Involy'd in ſmoaky Whirlwinds to the Sky; 
With loud Diſploſion, to the ſtarry Frame 
Shoots fiery Globes, and furious Floods of Flame: 77 5 
No from her bellowing Caverns burſt away 
Vaſt Piles of melted Rocks, in open Day. 
Her ſhatter'd Entrails wide the Mountain throws,. 
And deep as Hell her burning Center glows. 
On vaſt Enceladus this pond'rous Load 780 
Was thrown in Vengeance by the Thund' ring God; 
Who pants beneath the Mountain, and expires, 
'F hrough Openings huge, the fierce, tempeſtuous Fires; 
Oft as He ſhifts his Side, the Caverns roar ; 
With Smoke and Flame. the Skies are cover'd oer; 78 | 
And all Trinacria ſhakes from ** to Shore. 
That Night we heard the loud tremendous Sound, 
The monſtrous mingled Peal that thunder d round; 
While in the ſhelt' ring Wood we ſought Repoſe, 
Nor knew from whence the dreadful Tumult roſe. 790 
For not One Star diſplays his golden Light ; 
The Skies lie cover'd in the Shades of Night; 
The filver Moon her glimmering Splendor ſhrouds 
In gathering Vapours, and a Night of Clouds. 

Now . 
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Now fled the dewy Shades of Night away, 795 
Before the Bluſhes of the dawning Day. PR 
When, from the Wood, ſhot ſudden forth in View 

A Wretch, in Rags that flutter'd as he flew. 
The Human Form in meager Hunger loſt ; 
The ſuppliant Stranger, more than half a Ghoſt, 8005 
Stretch'd forth his Hands, and pointed to the Coaſt. N 
We turn'd to view the Sight; — his Veſt was torn, 
And all the tatter'd Garb was tag'd with Thorn. 
His Beard hangs long, and Duſt the Wretch diſtains, 
And ſcarce the Shadow of a Man remains. 805 
In all beſides, a Grecian he appears, | 
And late a Soldier in the Trojan Wars. 
Soon as our Dardan Dreſs and Arms he view'd, 
In Fear ſuſpended for a ſpace he ſtood ; 
Stood, ſtop'd, and paus'd ; then, ſpringing forth, he flies 8:0 
All headlong to the Shore with Pray'rs and Cries : 
Oh! by this vital Air, the Stars on high, 
By every pitying Pow'r who treads the Sky! 
Ye Trojans take me hence; I ask no more ; 
But bear, oh! bear me from this dreadful Shore. 815 
I own my ſelf a Grecian, and confeſs 1 
I ftorm'd your Ilion with the Sons of Greece. 


It 


* 
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If that Offence muſt doom me to the Grave, 


Ye. Trojans plunge me, in the , whelming. Mave. 
I die contented, ic; tha, Grace, I, gain; $20 


I die with pleaſure, if I/ dig by Men- 


Tux x kneel'd. the Mreteh, and ſuppliant clung around 
My, Knees with, Tears, and ; ovel d ON, ' the Ground 511 
Mov'd with his Cries, we. urge him, to relate, 

His Name, his Lineage, and hig Eruel,. Fate; | 825, 


2. 


Then by the, Hand my, gogd., old Father, togk. 
The trembling Youth,, who thus encqurag d ſpoke... 


ULyssEs Friend, your Empire to deſtroy, 
I left my native Ithaca for. Troy. 830 
My Sire, poor ADA MAST Us, ſent, from far 
His Son, his AcH&MENIDEs,. to War; 
Oh] had we both our humble, State maintain d, 
And fafe in Peage, and Poverty remain'd ! 


For me my Friends, forgetful left behind, 835 


In the huge Gel: 8. ample Caye confin d. 

Floating with human Gore, the dreadful. Done 

Lies wide and waſte, a ſolitary Gloom |. 

With mangled Limbs was all the Pavement, ſpread ;, 

TT 
The 


The tow'ring Giant ſtalks with matchleſs Might; 

A ſavage Fiend 1 tremendous to the Sight. 

(Far, far from Earth, ye heav'nly Pow'rs repel! 

A Fiend fo direful to the Depths of Hell!) 

For ſlaughter'd Mortals are the Monſter's Food, | 
The Bodies he devours, and quaffs the Blood. 845 
Theſe Eyes beheld him, when his ample Hand 

Seiz d two poor Wretches of our trembling Band. 
Stretch d o'er the Cavern, with a dreadful Stroke, 

He ſnatch'd, he daſh'd, he brain d em on the Rock. 

In one black Torrent ſwam the ſmoaking Floor; 850 
Fierce he devours the Limbs that drop with Gore; 

The Limbs yet ſprawling, dreadful to ſurvey! Ate 
Still heave and quiver while he grinds the Prey. / 


Bur mindful of himſelf, that fatal Hour, 
Not unreveng d their Death ULysszs bore: 855 


For while the nodding Savage ſleeps Supine, 

Gorg'd with his horrid Feaſt, and drown'd in Wine; 
And, ſtretch'd o'er half the Cave, ejects the Load 

Of Human Offals mixt with Human Blood: 
Trembling, by Lot we took our Poſts around 860 
Th' enormous Giant ſlumb'ring on the Ground, 
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Then, 


_ ; 
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Then (every God invok' d, who rules the Sky) 

Plunge the ſharp Weapon in his monſtrous Eye; 

His Eye, that midſt his frowning Forehead ſhone 
Like ſome broad Buckler, or the blazing Sun. 865 
Thus we reveng'd our dear Companions loſt ; 

But fly, ye Trojans, fly this dreadful Coaſt. 

For know, a hundred horrid Cyclops more 

Range on theſe Hills, and dwell along the Shore, 
As huge as Pol vYrEHE Mu, the Giant Swain, 870 
Who milk, like Him, in Caves the woolly Train. 

Now thrice the Moon, fair Empreſs of the Night, 
Has fill'd her growing Horns with borrow'd Light, 
Since in theſe Woods I pals d the Hours away, 

In Dens of Beaſts, and Savages of Prey, 875 
Saw on the Rocks the Cyclops ranging round, ? 
Heard their loud Footſteps thund' ring on the Ground, . 
With each big bellowing Voice, and trembled at the Sound. | 
Here every ſtony Fruit I pluck for Food, 

Herbs, Cornels, Roots, and Berries of the Wood. 880 
While round 1 gaze, your Fleet I firſt explore, 

The firſt that touch' d on this deteſted Shore, 

To ſcape theſe Savages, I flew with Joy 

To meet your Navy, though it fail'd from Troy. 7 
If 1 but ſhun the cruel Hands of theſe ; 


Do you deſtroy me, by what Death you pleaſe. 
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SCARCE had he faid; when lo! th'enormous Swain, 
Huge PoLyentmMus, midft his fleecy Train, 
A Bulk prodigious ! from the Mountain's Brow 


Deſcends terrific to the Shore below : $90 


A Monſter grim, tremendous, vaſt, and high; 
His Front deform'd, and quench'd his blazing Eye! 
His huge Hand held a Pine, tall, large, and ſtrong, 
To guide his F ootſteps as he tow'rd along. 
His Flock attends, the only Joy he knows ; 895 
His Pipe around his Neck, the Solace of his Woes. 
Soon as the Giant reach'd the deeper Flood 
With many a Groan he cleans'd the gather'd Blood 
From his bor'd Eye-ball in the briny Main, 
And, bellowing grinds, his Teeth in agonizing Pain, 900 
Then ſtalks enormous through the midmoſt Tides ; 
And ſcarce the topmoſt Surges reach his Sides. 
ABOARD, the well-deſerving Greek we took, 
And, pale with Fear, the dreadful Coaſt forſook ; 
Cut every Cord with eager Speed away, 905 
Bend to the Stroke, and ſweep the foamy Sea. 
The Giant heard; and, turning to the Sound, 
At firſt purſu'd us through the vaſt Profound ; 
Stretch'd his huge Hand to reach the Fleet in vain ; 


Nor could he ford the deep Tonian Main. 910 
| * ve was 
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With that, the furious Monſter roar'd fo loud, 
That Ocean ſhook in every diſtant Flood; 
Trembled all T:aly from Shore to Shore; 
And Atna's winding Caves rebellow to the Roar. 


Ro uz'p at the Peal, the fierce Cyclopean Train 


915 


Ruſh from their Woods and Mountains to the Main. 


Around the Port the ghaſtly Brethren ſtand, 
A dire Aſſembly! covering all the Strand. 
In each grim Forehead blaz d the Single Eye; 
In vain enrag'd the monſtrous Race we ſpy, 
A Hoſt of Giants tow'ring in the Sky. 
So on ſome Mountain tow'rs the lofty Grove 
Of beauteous Dian, or Imperial Jovs; 
Th' atrial Pines in pointed Spires from far, 
Or ſpreading Oaks, majeſtic nod in Air. 
Headlong we fly with Horror, where the Gales 
And ſpeeding Winds direct the fluttering Sails. 
But HEZLENUS forbids to plow the Waves, 


920 


925 


Where ScyLLAa roars, and fierce CHarvyBDis raves. 


As Death ſtands dreadful midſt the dangerous Road, 
With backward Courſe we plow the foamy Flood. 


When, from PRLORUS' Point, a Northern Breeze 


Swells every Sail, and wafts us o'er the Seas; 


930 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, where PanTac1as' Mouth appear'd in View, 
Flank'd by a Range of Rocks, the Navy flew: 935 
Then, ſhooting by the fam'd Megarean Bay 

And lowly Tarsus, cut the watry Way. 


Theſe Coafts by Acayzmenipes were ſhown, 

Who follow'd, late, LAERTES' wand'ring Son: 

| Familiar with the Track he paſt before, 940 
He names the Lands, and points out every Shore. 


AN Iſle, once call'd Ortygia, fronts the Sides 
Of rough Plemmyrium, and Sicanian Tides. 
Hither, tis faid, ALeaztius, from his Source 
In EL Is' Realms, directs his watry Courle : 945 
Beneath the Main he takes his ſecret Way, : 
And mounts with ARETHUSA'S Streams to Day : 
Now a Sicilian Flood his Courſe he keeps, 
And rolls with blended Waters to the Deeps. 
Admonith'd I adore the Guardian Gods, 950 
Then paſs the Bounds of rich HzLorus Floods. 
Next our fleet Gallies by Pachynus glide, | 
. Whoſe Rocks projecting ſtretch into the Tide. 
The Camarinian Marſh I now ſurvey, _ 
By Fate forbidden to be drain d away. 955 
Then the Geloan Fields with Gela came 
In View, who borrow d from the F lood their Name. 
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With her huge Walls proud Agragas ſucceeds ; 


A Realm, of old renown'd for generous Steeds. 
From thee, Selinus, ſwift before the Wind 960 


We flew, and left thy finking Palms behind ; 

By Lylibeum's Sides our Courſe purſu'd, 

Whoſe Rocks inſidious hide beneath the F lood ; 

And reach (thoſe dangerous Shelves and Shallows paſt) 
The fatal Port of Drepanum at laſt. | 965 
Wretch as I was, on this deteſted Coaſt, 

The chief Support of all my Woes, I loſt; 

My dear, dear Father —ſav d, but ſav'd in vain 

From all the Tempeſts of the raging Main. 


Nor did the Royal Sage this Blow foretell ; 970 


Nor did the direful Harpy-Queen of Hell, 

Among her frightful Prodigies, foreſhow ;- 

This laſt fad Stroke, this unexpected Woe. 

Here all my Labours, all my Toils were o'er, 

And hence Heav'n led me to your Friendly Shore. 97 5 


Tus, while the Room was huſh'd, the Prince relates 
The wondrous Series of his various Fates; 
His long, long Wanderings, and unnumber'd Woes : 


" Then ceas'd ; and ſought the Bleſſings of OT 979 


De Eud ef the Third Book. 


THE 


Fourth Book of the A N E 1D. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Dido diſcovers to her Siſter ber Paſſion for {Eneas, and ber Thoughts 
of marrying him. She prepares a Hunting-match for his Enter- 
tainment. Juno, with the conſent of Venus, raiſes a Storm, which ſeparates 
the Hunters, and drives Æneas and Dido into the ſame Cave, where 
their Marriage is ſuppoſed to be compleated. Jupiter diſpatches Mer- 
cury to AEneas, to warn him from Carthage. Æneas ſecretly prepares 
for his Voyage. Dido finds out his Deſign, and, to put a Stop to it, 


makes uſe of her own, and her Siſter's Entreaties, and diſcovers all 
the Variety of Paſſions. that are incident to a negleted Lover. 


When Nothing could prevail upon him, ſbe contrives her own Death, 
with which this Book concludes. 


UT Love inflam'd the Queen ; the raging Pain 


13 on her Heart, and glows in every Vein. 


And much the Glories of his Godlike Line; 
Each Look, each Accent breaks her golden Reſt, 5 
Lodg d in her Soul, and Imag'd in her Breaſt. 

Tar 
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TAE Morn had chac'd the dewy Shades away, 
And ofr the World advanc'd the Lamp of Day; 
When to her Siſter thus the Royal Dame 


Diſclos'd the Secret of her growing Flame. 10 


AnXa, what Dreams are theſe that haunt my Reſt ? 
Who is this Heroe, this our Godlike Gueſt ? 
Mark but his graceful Port, his manly Charms; 
How great a Prince | and how renown'd in Arms | 
| Sure he deſcends from ſome Celeſtial Kind ; 1 5˖ 
For Fear attends the low degenerate Mind. 
But oh !-—what Wars, what Battles he relates ? 
How long he ftruggled with his adverſe Fates ! 
Did not my Soul her Purpoſe ſtill retain, 
Fix'd and determin'd ne'er to wed again, 20 
Since from my widow'd Arms the murdering Sword 
Untimely ſnatch'd my firſt unhappy Lordo 
Did not my Thoughts the Name of Marriage dread, 
And the bare M ention of the Bridal Bed---- | 
Forgive my Frailty-—but I ſeem inclin'd "1 
To yield to this One Weakneſs of my Mind. 
For oh! my Siſter, unreſery'd and free 


: I truſt the Secret of my Soul to Thee ; 
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Since poor SI H¹ us, by my Brother ſlain, | 
Daſh'd with his Blood the conſecrated Fane, 30 
And flain'd the Gods; my firm Reſolves, I own, 
This graceful Prince has ſhook, and This alone. 

I feel a Warmth o'er all my trembling Frame | {\ 
Too like the Tokens of my former Flame. pe 
But oh! may Earth her dreadful Gulph diſplay, 35 
And gaping ſnatch me from the golden Day; 

May I be hurl'd, by Heav'n's Almighty Sire, 
Transfix d with Thunder and involv'd in Fire, 

Down to the Shades of Hell from Realms of Light, 
The deep, deep Shades of everlaſting Night ; -— 
Ere Sacred Honour ! I betray thy Cauſe ; 

In Word, or Thought, or violate thy Laws. 

No |---my firſt Lord, my firſt ill-fated Spouſe, 

Still, as in Life, is Lord of all my Vows. 

My Love he had, and ever let him have, : 28 
Interr'd with him, and buried in the Grave. 

Then, by her riſing Grief o'erwhelm'd, ſhe ceas d: 
The Tears ran trickling down her heaving Breaft. 


SISTER, the Fair replies, whom far above 
The Light of Heav'n, or Life itſelf I lovez 50 
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Still on your Bloom ſhall endleſs Sorrow prey, 

And waſte your Youth in Solitude away ? ) 

And ſhall no pleaſing Theme your Thoughts employ ? 
The prattling Infant, or the Bridal Joy? | 
Think you ſuch Cares diſturb your Huſband's Shade, 5 5 
Or ſtir the ſacred Aſhes of the Dead ? 

What though before, no Lover won your Grace, 
Among the Tyrian, or the Libyan Race ? 

With juſt Diſdain you paſs'd IAR BAS Oer, 

And many a King whom warlike Afric bore. 60 
But will you fly the Heroe you approve ? 

And ſteel your Heart againſt a Prince you love? 

Nor will you once reflect what Regions bound 

Your infant Empire, and your Walls ſurround ? 

Here proud Gætulian Cities tow'r in Air, 65 
Whoſe ſwarthy Sons are terrible in War; 
There the dread Syrtes ſtretch along the Main, 

And there the wild Barcæans range the Plain; 
Here parch'd with Thirſt a ſmoaking Region lies, 
There fierce in Arms the brave Mumidians riſe. 70 
Why ſhould I urge our vengeful Brother's Ire ? 
The War juſt burſting from the Gates of Tyre ? 
Sure, every God, with mighty Juno, bore 
The Fleets of Ilion to the Libyan Shore. 


From 
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From ſuch a Marriage ſoon your joyful Eyes 75 
Shall ſee a potent Town and Empire riſe. 
What Scenes of Glory, Carthage muſt enjoy, 
When our Confederate Arms unite with .7roy ? 
Go then, propitiate Heav'n; due Offerings pay; 
ont invite your Godlike Gueſt to ſtay, 80 
And ſtudy ſtill new Cauſes of Delay. 
Tell him, that, charg'd with Deluges of Rain, 
Orion rages on the wintry Main; ho 
That ſtill uncigg'd his ſhatter'd Veſſels lie, 
Nor can his Fleet endure ſo rough a Sky. 85 


THESE Words ſoon ſcatter'd the Remains of Shame; 

Confirm'd her Hopes, and fann'd the rifing Flame. 
With Speed they ſeek the Temples, and implore 
With rich Oblations each Celeſtial Pow'r. 
Selected Sheep with holy Rites they ſlay 90 
To CERES, Bacchus, and the God of Day. 
But chief, to Juno's Name the Victims bled, 
To Juno, Guardian of the Bridal Bed. 
The Queen before the ſnowy Heifer ſtands, 
Amid the Shrines, a Goblet in her Hands ; 95 
Between the Horns ſhe throws the ſacred Wine, 
And pays due Honours to the Pow'rs Divine : 

U Moves 
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Moves round the Fane in folemn Pomp, and loads, 
Day after Day, the Altars of the Gods. 

Then hovering o'er, the Fair conſults in vain 100 
The panting Entrails of the Victims lain : 

For ah ! no ſacred Rites her Pain remove; 

Prieſts, Pray rs, and Temples! what are you to Love? 
With Paſſion fir d, her Reaſon quite o'erthrown, 

The hapleſs Queen runs raving thro' the Town. 105 
Soft Flames conſume her Vitals; and the Dart, 

Deep, deep within, lies feſtering in her Heart. 

So ſends the heedleſs Hunter's twanging Bow 

The Shaft that quivers in the bleeding Doe; 

Stung with the Stroke, and madding with the Pain, 110 
She wildly flies from Wood to Wood in vain ; j 

Shoots o'er the Cretan Lawns with many a Bound, 
The cleaving Dart ſtill rankling in the Wound | 


Now the fond Princeſs leads her Heroe on, 

| Shows him her Brian Wealth, and growing Town; 115 
Diſplays her pompous Tow'rs that proudly riſe, 

And hopes to tempt him with the glorious Prize ; 

Now, as ſhe tries to tell her raging Flame, 

Stops ſhort,-—and faulters, check'd by conſcious Shame: 


Now, 
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Now, at the cloſe of Evening, calls her Gueſt, I20 
To ſhare the Banquet, and renew the Feaſt : 

She fondly begs him to repeat once more 

The, Trojan Story that ſhe heard before ; 

Then, to Diſtraction charm'd, in Rapture hung 

On every Word, and dy'd upon his Tougue. 125 
But when the ſetting Stars to Reſt invite, 

And fading CYNTHH1A veils her beamy Light; 

When all the Gueſts retire to ſoft Repole ; 

Left in the Hall, ſhe ſighs, and vents her Woes, 

Lies on his Couch, bedews it with her Tears, | 
In Fancy ſees her abſent Prince, and hears 131 
His charming Voice ſtill ſounding in her Ears. 7 
Fir d with the glorious Hero's graceful Look, 

The young As AN Ts on her Lap ſhe took, 


With trifling Play her furious Pains beguil'd ; 135 
In vain the Father charms her in the Child. | 
No more the Tow'rs, unfiniſh' d, riſe in Air; 7 
The Youth, undiſciplin'd, no more prepare | 
Ports for the Fleet, or Bulwarks for the War ; | 
The Works and Battlements neglected lie, I40 


And the proud Strucwures ceaſe to brave the Sky. 
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Tux Fair thus rages with the mighty Pain, 
That fir'd her Soul; and Honour pleads in vain. 
This Juxo ſaw and thus the Bride of Jovsz ; 
In guileful Terms addreſs d the Queen of Love : 
A high Exploit indeed ! a glorious Name, 
-Unfading Trophies and eternal Fame, 

You, and your Son have worthily purſu'd ! 
Two Gods a ſingle Voman have fubdu'd |! 

To Me your groundleſs Jealoufies are known, 
And dark Suſpicions of this Tyrian Town. 

But why, why Goddeſs, to what Aim or End 

In laſting Quarrels ſhould we ftill contend ? 
Hence then from Strife reſolve we both to ceaſe, 
And by the Nuptial Bands confirm the Peace. 
To crown your Wiſh, the Queen with fond Deſire 
Dies for your Son, and melts with amorous Fire. 
Let us with equal Sway protect the Place, 

The common Guardians of the mingled Race. 

Be Tyre the Dow'r to ſeal the glad Accord, 

And Royal D1po ſerve this Phrygian Lord. 


145 
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To whom the Queen; (who mark d with piercing Eyes 


The Goddeſs labouring, in the dark Diſguiſe, 


"ys 
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To Libyan Shores from Latium to convey 

The deſtin d Seat of Univerſal Sway ;) 165 
Who this Alliance madly would deny ? 

Or war with thee, dread Empreſs of the Sky ? 

And oh! that Fortune in the Work would join, 
With full Succeſs to favour the Deſign ! | 

But much I doubt, O Goddeſs, if the Fates, 170 
Or Jovs permit us to unite the States. 

You, as his Conſort, your Requeſt may move, 

And ſearch the Will, or bend the Mind of Jove. 

Go then---your Scheme before the Father lay ; | 

Go ;---and I follow, where you lead the Way. 175 


BE mine the Care, th' Imperial Dame replies, 
To gain the God, the Sovereign of the Skies. 
Then heed my Counſel---When The dawning Light 
Drives from the opening World the Shades of Night ; 
The Prince and Queen, transfix d with amorous Flame, 
Bend to the Woods to hunt the ſavage Game: 181 
There, while the Crowds the Foreſt-Walks beſet, 
Swarm round the Woods, and ſpread the waving N et; 
The Skies ſhall burſt upon the ſportive Train 
In Storms of Hail, and Deluges of Rain : 185 

The 
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The gather d Tempeſt o'er their Heads ſhall roll, 
And the long Thunders roar from Pole to Pole. 

On every Side ſhall fly the ſcattering Crowds, 
Involy'd and cover'd in a Night of Clouds. 

To the fame Cave for Shelter ſhall repair 190 
The Trojan Heroe and the Royal Fair. 
The Lovers, if your Will concurs with mine, 
Ourſelf in HymzN's Nuptial Bands will join. 
The Goddeſs gave Conſent, the Compact bound, 
But fmil'd in ſecret at the Fraud ſhe found. 195 


Scarce had Aurora left her Orient Bed, 
And rear'd above the Waves her radiant Head, 
When, pouring through the Gates, the Train appear, | 
Maſjylian Hunters with the ſteely Spear, 199 
Sagacious Hounds, and Toils, and all the Sylvan War. 3 
The Queen engag d in Drefs,---with Reverence wait 
The Tyrian Peers before the Regal Gate. 
Her Steed, with Gold and Purple cover'd round, 
Neighs, champs the Bit, and foaming paws the Ground. 205 
At length ſhe comes, magnificently dreſt 
(Her Guards attending) in a Brian Veſt. 
Back in a Golden Caul her Locks are ty'd ; 
A Golden Quiver rattles at her Side; | 

, A Golden 
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A Golden Claſp her purple Garment binds, 

And Robes, that flew redundant in the Winds. 219 
Next with the youthful Trojans to the Sport 

The fair Ascan1vs iſſues from the Court. 

But far the faireſt, and ſupremely tall, 

Tow'rs great EN EAS, and outſhines them all. 

As when from Lycia bound in wintry Froſt, 215 
Where Xanthus' Streams enrich the ſmiling Coaſt, 

The beauteous PHotBUs in high Pomp retires, 

And hears in Delos the triumphant Quires ; 

The Cretan Crowds and Dryopes advance, 

And painted Scyzhians round his Altars dance; 220 
Fair Wreaths of vivid Bays his Head infold, 

His Locks bound backward and adorn'd with Gold; 
The God majeſtic moves o'er CY Nx THUsS Brows, 

His golden Quiver rattlin 8 as he goes. 

So mov'd ZENEAS ; ſuch his charming Grace ; 225 
So glow'd the purple Bloom, that fluſh'd his godlike Face. 


SOON as the Train amid the Mountains came, 
And ſtorm'd the Coverts of the ſavage Game; 
The Goats flew bounding o'er the craggy Brow | 
From Rock to Rock, and ſought the Fields below. 230 
3 Here 
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Here the fleet Stags, chac'd down the tow'rin g Steep, 
In Clouds of Duſt through the long Valleys ſweep : 
While there, exulting, to his utmoſt Speed 
The young AsCaNn1vs ſpurs his fiery Steed, 

Outſtrips by turns the flying timorous Train, 235 
And ſcorns the meaner Triumphs of the Plain : 
The Hopes of Glory all his Soul inflame 


Eager he longs to run at nobler Game, 


And drench his youthful Javelin in the Gore 
Of the fierce Lion, or the Mountain 18 240 


MraN TIME loud Thunders rattle round the Sky, 
And Hail and Rain, in mingled Tempeſt, fly ; 
While : Floods on Floods, in felling turbid Tides, 

Roll roaring down the Mountain's channel'd Sides. 
The young Ascanivus, and the hunting Train, 245 
To cloſe Retreats fled diverſe o'er the Plain. 

To the fame gloomy Cave with Speed repair - 

The Trojan Heroe and the Royal Fair. 

Earth ſhakes, and Juno gives the Nuptial Signs; 

With quivering F lames the glimmering Grotto ſhines : 
With Lightnings all the conſcious Skies are ſpread; 251 
The Nymphs run ſhrieking round the Mountain's Head. 
| From 


From that ſad Day, unhappy D1Do! roſe 
Shame, Death, end Ruin, and a Length of Woes. 
Nor Fame nor Cenſure now the Queen. can move, 255 
No more ſhe labours to conceal her Love. 

Her Paſſion ſtands avow'd ; and Wedlock's Name 


Adorns the Crime, and ſanctifies the Shame. 


Now Fame, tremendous Fiend | without Delay 
Through Libyan Cities took her rapid Way. 260 
Fame, the ſwift Plague, that every Moment grows, 

And gains new Strength and Vigour as ſhe goes. 

Firſt Small with Fear, ſhe {wells to wondrous Size, 
And ſtalks on Earth, and tow'rs above the Skies; 
Whom, in her Wrath to Heav'n, the teeming Earth 
Produc'd the laſt of her Gigantic Birth ; 266 
A Monſter huge, and dreadful to the Eye, l 
With rapid Feet to run, or Wings to fly. 

Beneath her Plumes the various Fury bears 

A thouſand piercing Eyes and lining Ears ; 270 
And with a thouſand Mouths, and babbling Tongues appears. | 
Thund'ring by Night, through Heaven and Earth ſhe flies," 
No golden Slumbers ſeal her watchful Eyes 
On Tow'rs or Battlements ſhes fits by Day, b has 
And ſhakes whole Towns with Terror and Diſmay, 275 


Alarms 
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Alarms the World around, and, perch'd on high, 
Reports a Truth, or publiſhes a Lye : 

Now both the mingled with malignant Joy, 
And told the Nations, that a Prince from Troy 
Inflam'd with Love the Brias Queen, who led 
The Godlike Stranger to her Bridal Bed; 

That Both, indulging in their ſoft Deſires 

And deaf to Cenfure, melt in amorous Fires; 
From every Thought the Cares of State remove, 

And the long Winter pak'd away in Love. 285 


280 


Tais Tale the Fury glories to diſplay, 
Then to the King Jizs as bent her way; 
With jealous Rage the furious Prince inſpires, 
And all his Soul with Indignation fires. 
This Monarch, ſprung from Auwon's warm Embrace 290 
With a fair Nymph of Garamantic Race. 

The mighty King a hundred Temples rais d; 

An hundred Altars that with Victims blaz d, 
Through all his Realms, in honour of his Sire; 
And watch d the hallow'd everlaſting Fire; 295 
With various Wreatlis adorn'd the holy Door, | 
And drench'd the Soil with Gonſecrated' Gore. 
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Amid the Statues of the Gods he ſtands, 
And, ſpreading. forth to Jove his lifted Hands, 

Fir'd with the Tale and raving with Deſpair, 390 
Prefers in Bitterneſs of Soul his Pray'r : 


ALMiGcaTyY Jovs! to whom our Mooriſh Line 
In large Libations pour the generous Wine, 
And feaſt on painted Beds; ſay, Father, ſay 
If yet thy Eyes theſe flagrant Crimes ſurvey. 305 
Or do we vainly tremble and adore, | 
When thro' the Skies the pealing Thunders roar ? 
Thine are the Bolts? or idly do they fall, 
And rattle through the dark Aerial Hall? 
A wand'ring Woman, who on Lithya thrown 310 
Rais'd on a purchas d Spot a ſlender Town; 
On Terms our ſelf preſcrib d was glad to gain 
A barren Tract that runs along the Main; 
The proffer d Nuptials of thy Son abhorr' d; 
But to her Throne receives a Dardan Lord. 315 
And lo! this Second PAR Is comes again, 
With his unmanly, ſoft, luxurious Train, 
In ſcented Treſſes and a Mitre gay, 
To bear my Bride, his raviſh'd Prize, away; 
Xa While 
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While ſtill in vain we bid thy Altars flame, © 320 
And pay our Vos to Nothing but a Nam. 


by oo 
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H1m, as he graſp'd his Altars and preferr'd 
His wrathful Pray'r, th' Almighty Father heard; 
Then to the Palace turn'd his awful Eye, 
Where, careleſs of their Fame, the Lovers lie. 325 
The God, that Scene offended to ſurvey, 

Charg'd with his high Command the Son of M ar : 


FL v, fly, my Son, our Orders to perform; 
Mount the fleet Wind, and ride the rapid Storm; 
Fly) to yon Dardan Chief in Carthage bear 330 
Our awful Mandate through the Fields of Air, 
Who idly lingring in the Brian State 
Neglects the promis d Walls decreed by Fate. 
Not ſuch a Prince, the beauteous Queen of Love 
(When twice ſhe ſav d him) promis d him to Jovzz, 335 
A Prince ſhe promis d, who by Deeds Divine 
Should prove he ſprung from Tzucsr's Martial ons; ; 
Whoſe Sword Imperial 1zaly ſhould awe, 
A warlike Realm | and give the World the Law. 
If no ſuch Glories can his Mind inflame, 340 
If he neglects his own Immortal Fame; 


Book IV. VIRGIL's ENEID. 157 
What has his Heir the young As cax ius done? 
Why ſhould he grudge an Empire to his Son ? 

What Scheme, what Proſpect can the Chief propoſe, 


So long to loyter with a Race of Foes ? 345 


The promis'd Kingdom to regard no more, 

And quite neglect the deſtin'd Latian Shore? 
Haſte—bid him fail—be this Our Will; and bear 
With Speed this Mandate through the Fields of Air. 


Swi1P?T as the Word, the feather'd Son of May 350 
Prepares th' Almighty's Orders to obey ; | 
Firſt round his Feet the golden Wings he bound, 
That ſpeed his Progreſs o'er the Seas profound, 

Or Earth's unmeaſur'd Regions, as he flies, 


Wrap'd in a rapid Whirlwind, down the Skies. 355 


Then graſp'd the Wand; the Wand that calls the Ghoſts 
From Hell, or drives em to the $S:ygiar Coaſts, | 
Invites or chaſes Sleep with wondrous Power, 

And opes thoſe Eyes that Death had ſeal d before. 


Thus arm'd, on Wings of Winds ſublimely rode 360 


Through heaps of opening Clouds the flying God. 
From far huge ATL As' rocky Sides he ſpies, 


ATLA s, whoſe Head ſupports the ſtarry Skies: 
Beat 


— 
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Beat by. the Winds and driving Rains, he ſhrowds 

His ſhady. Forehead in ſurrounding Clouds; 365 

With lee his horrid Beard is eruſted oer; 

From his bleak Brows the guſhing Torrents pour; 

Outſpread, his mighty Shoulders heave below 

The hoary Piles of everlaſting. Snow. 

Here on pois d Pinions, ſtoop' d the panting God; 370 

Then, from the Steep, ſhot: headlong wo the Flood, 

As the ſwift Sea-Mew, for the fiſhy Prey, 

In low Excurſions ſkims along the Sea, 

By Rocks and Shores, and wings th' Agnial, Way; 

So, from his kindred Mountain, HaRMuEs flies 

Between, th' extended Earth and ſtarry Skies; 

Thus through the parting. Air his Courſe he bore, 

And, gliding, ſkimm'd along the Libyan Shore. 

Soon. as the winged God to Carthage came, 

He finds the Prince forgetful of his Fame: 330 
The riſing Domes employ his idle Hours, 

Th' unfiniſhd Palaces and Brian Tow'ts. 

A Sword, all ftarr'd: with Gemms and ſpangled o'er 

With yellow Jaſpers, at his Side he wore; — 

A Robe refulgent from his Shoulders flow d, 385 
That, flaming, deep with Brian Crimſon. glow'd; 


The 
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The Work of D1po; whoſe unrivall'd Art 
With Flow'rs of Gold embroider'd every Part. 


To whom the God :-- Theſe Hours canſt thou employ 

To raiſe proud Carthage, heedleſs Prince of Troy? 490 
Thus for a foreign. Bride to build a Town 
And form a State, forgetful of thy own? 

The Lord of Heav'n and Earth, Almighty Jovs, 

With this Command diſpatch d me from above; 

What are thy Hopes from this thy long Delay? 395 
Why thus in Libya paſs thy Hours away? 

If future Empire ceaſe thy Thoughts to raiſe, 

Or the fair Proſpect of Immortal Praiſe; 
Regard As cAN Ius, Prince, the Royal Boy; 
The laſt, the beſt ſurviving Hope of Troy ; 400 
To whom the Fates decree, in Times to come, 

The long, long Glories of Imperial Rome. | 

He ſpoke, and ſpeaking left him gazing there ; 

And all the fluid Form diſſolv'd in Air. 


p 
* 


Tus Prince aſtoniſſi d ſtood, with Horror ſtung; 405 
Fear rais d his Hair, and Wonder chain d his Tongue; 
Struck and alarm'd with fuch a dread Command, 

He longs to leave the dear enchanting Land. 


But 
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But ah ! with what Addreſs ſhall he begin, | 
How ſpeak his Purpoſe to the raving Queen ? 410 
A thouſand Thoughts his wavering Soul divide, 

That turns each way, and ftrains on every. {ide : 

A thouſand Projects labouring in his Breaſt, 

On this at laſt he fixes as the beſt : 

MnNzsTHEus and brave CLoanTHvus he commands 415 
To rig the Fleet, to fummon all the Bands 

In ſecret Silence to the Shore, and hide 

The ſudden Cauſe, that bids them tempt the Tide. 
Then while fair DI Do, ſick with fond Deſire, 

Thinks ſuch a boundleſs Love can neer expire, 420 


Himſelf the proper Meaſures will prepare | | 

To move the Queen, and ſeize with watchful Care } 

The ſofteſt Moments to addreſs the Fair. | 
With Speed impatient fly the Chiefs away, 


And, fir'd with eager Joy, the Prince obey, 425 


Bur ſoon the Fraud unhappy DI Do ſpies; 
(For what can ſcape a Lover's piercing Eyes, 
Who evn in Safety fears with wild Affright ?) 
She firſt diſcern'd the meditated Flight ; 
And Fame, Infernal Fiend, the News conveys, 4.30: 
The Fleet was rigg'd and launching on the Seas, ; 
a Mad 
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Mad with Deſpair, and all her Soul on Flame, 

Around the City raves the Royal Dame : 

So the fierce Bacchanal with frantic Cries, 

Stung by the God, to proud CiT#&Ron flies, 435 
And ſhakes her Ivy Spear and raves around, 

While the huge Mountain ecchoes to the Sound. 

At length, by potent Love and Grief oppreſs d, 

The Queen, her recreant Lover, firſt addreſs d: 


AND couldſt thou hope, Diſſemhler, from my Sight, 449 
Ah! Wretch perfidious | to conceal thy Flight? 
In ſuch baſe Silence from my Realms to fail ? 
Nor can our Vows and plighted Hands prevail, 
Nor Dipo's cruel Death thy Flight detain ? 
For Death, Death only can relieve my Pain : 445 
And are thy Veſſels launch'd „while Winter ſweeps 
With the rough Northern Blaſt the roaring Deeps ? 
Barbarian | fay, if Troy herſelf had ſtood, 
Nor foreign Realms had call'd thee o'er the Flood, 
Wouldſt thou thy Sails in ſtormy Seas employ, 450 
And brave the Surge to gain thy native Troy ? 
Me will you fly, to tempt the dangerous Wave? 
Ah ! by the Tears I ſhed, the Hand You gave ; 

=, | (For 
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(For theſe ſtill mine, and only theſe remain ; 
The Tears I ſhed, the Hand You gave in vain !) 
By thoſe late folemn Nuptial Bands I plead, 

By thoſe firſt Pleaſures of the Bridal Bed; 

If cer, when folded in your circling Arms, 


455 


Lou ſigh'd, and prais'd theſe now-neglected Charms: 


If Pray r can move thee, with this Pray'r comply, 
Regard, EN EAS, with a pitying Eye 

A falling Race, and lay thy Purpoſe by. 

For Thee Mumidian Kings in Arms conſpire ; 
For Thee have I. incens'd the Sons of Tyre; 
For Thee I loſt my Honour and my Fame, 
That to the Stars advanc'd my glorious Name. 
Muſt I in Death thy cruel Scorn deplore, 


460] 


My barbarous Gueſt but ah |--my Spouſe no more! 


What-—ſhall I wait, till fierce Pygmalion pours 
From Tyre on Carthage, and deſtroys my Tow'rs ? 
Shall I in proud JiRBas Chains be led 

A Slave, a Captive to the Tyrant's Bed ? 

Ah |-—had I brought, before thy fatal Flight, 
Some little Offspring of our Loves to Light; 
If in my Regal Hall I could ſurvey 

Some princely Boy, ſome young EN RASö play; 


470 
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Thy 
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I ſhould not ſeem quite widow'd and undone. 

Shs ſaid; the Prince ſtood ſtill in Grief profound, 
And fix'd his Eyes relentleſs on the Ground; 480 
By Jove's high Will admonith'd from the Skies; 

At length the Heroe thus in brief replies. 


Your Bounties, Queen, I never can forget ; 
And never, never pay the mighty Debt; 
But, long as Life informs this fleeting F rame, 485 
My Shoul ſhall honour fair EL Iz as Name. 
Then hear my Plea ;—by Stealth I ne er defign'd 
To leave your hoſpitable Realm behind; 
Forbear the Thought ;-—much leſs in Libyan Lands; 
A Caſual Gueſt, to own the Bridal Bands. 490 
Had Fate allow'd me to conſult my Eaſe, p 
To live and ſettle on what Terms I pleaſe ; 
Still had I ſtay'd in Afa, to enjoy 
The dear dear Relicks of my native Troy : 
Rais'd Royal PR TIAu's ruin'd Tow'rs again, 495 
A ſecond Ilion for my vanquiſh'd Train. 
But now, fair Queen, Ap ol Lo's high Command 
Has call'd me to the fam d Iralian Land; | 
Y 2 Thither, 
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- Thither, inſpir d by Oracles, I move, 
There lies my Country, and there lies my Love. 500 
If you your riſing Ger:hage thus admire 
-: - In theſe ſtrange Realms, a Foreigner from Ye, 
| E Why ſhould not Tavczk's Race be free to gain 
= The Latian Kingdom, as the Gods ordain. 
Oft as the Stars diſplay their fiery Light, 505 
And Earth lies eover'd in the Shades of Night, 
My Father's angry Spirit blames my Stay, 
Stalks round my Bed, and ſummons me away. 
Long has Ascanivs call me hence in vain, 
By me defrauded of his deſtin d Reign. 510 
And now, ev'n now, the Meſſenger of Jovs - 
(Both Gods can witnefs) ſhot from Heav'n above: 
Charg'd with the Thunderer's high Commands he flew, 
The glorious Form appeat d in open View; 
I ſaw him pals theſe lofty Walls, and hear 515 
His awful Voice ſtill murmuring in my Far. 
Then ceaſe, my beauteous Princeſs, to complain; 
Nor let us Both be diſcompos'd in vain: 
From theſe dear Arms to Latium fore d away; 
Tis Fate that calls, and Fate I muſt obey. 520 


THOUsS 
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TRuus while he f. poke, with high Diſdain and Pride 


She roll'd her wrathful Eyes on every fide, 
That glance in Silence o'er the guilty Man, 
And, all inflam'd with Fury, ſhe began: 


PzrFIiDIoOuUs Monſter! boaſt thy Birth no more; 525 


No Heroe got thee, and no Goddeſs bore. 


No Thou wert brought by Scyzhian Rocks to Day, 


By Tygers nurs d, and Savages of Prey; 

But far more rugged, wild and fierce than they. 
For why, ak | why the Traitor ſhould I ſpare ? 
What baſer Wrongs can I be doom'd to bear ? 
Did he once deign to turn his ſcornful Eyes ? 
Did he once groan at all my piercing Sighs? 
Drop'd he one Tear in Pity to my Cries ? 
Calm he look d on, and faw my Paſſion burſt. 
Which, which of all his Infults was the worſt ? 


And yet great Jo and Juno from the Sky 


Behold his Treaſon with a careleſs Eye; 
Guilt, Guilt prevails ; and Juſtice is no more ; 
The needy Wretch juſt caſt upon my Shore, 
Fool as I was! with open Arms I led 

At. once a Partner to my Throne and Bed; 


| J 
530 


| 


535 


549 


From 
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From inſtant Death I fav'd his famiſh'd Train, 
His ſhatter d Fleet I ſtor'd and rigg'd again; 
But ah! I rave ;---my Soul the Furies fire! e 
Now great Ar OL Lo warns him to retire; 
with all his Oracles forbids to ſtay; 

And now through Air the feather'd Son of Mar 
Conveys Jovz's Orders from the bleſt Abodes ; 
A Care well worthy to diſturb the Gods 


550 
Go then ; I plead not, nor thy Flight delay ; 
Go, ſeek new Kingdoms through the watry Way: 
But there may every God, thy Crime provokes, 
Reward thy Guilt, and daſh thee on the Rocks; 
Then ſhalt thou call, amid the howling Main, 555 


On injurd Dipo's Name, nor call in vain; 
For, wrapt in Fires, I'll follow through the Sky, 
Flaſh in thy Face, or glare tremendous by. 
When Death's cold Hand my ſtruggling Soul ſhall free, 
My Ghoſt in every Place ſhall wait on Thee: 560 
My vengeful Spirit ſhall thy Torments know, 

And ſmile with Tranſport in the Realms below. 


Wir that, abrupt ſhe took her ſudden Flight; 
Sick of the Day, ſhe loaths the golden Light; 
| : And 
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And turns, while faultring he attempts to ſay 565 
Ten thouſand things, diſdainfully away; 

Sunk in their Arms the trembling Handmaids led 

The fainting Princeſs to the Regal Bed. 


Bur though the pious Heroe tries with Care, 
And melting Words, to ſooth her fierce Deſpair, 570 
Stung with the Pains and Agonies of Love, 
Still he regards the high Commands of ]ovs ; 
Repairs the Fleet; and ſoon the buſy Train 
Roll down the lofty Veſſels to the Main. 
New-rigg'd, the Navy glides along the Flood; 575 
Whole Trees they bring, unfaſhion'd from the Wood, 
And leafy Saplings to ſupply their Oars, 
Pour from the Town, and darken all the Shores. 
So when the Piſmires, an induſtrious Train, 
Embody'd rob ſome golden Heap of Grain, 580 
Studious, ere ſtormy Winter frowns, to lay 
Safe in their darkſom Cells the treaſur d Prey; 
In one long Track the duſky Legions lead 
Their Prize in Triumph through the verdant Mead : 
Here, bending with the Load, a panting Throng 585 
With Force conjoin'd heave ſome huge Grain along: 

Some, 
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Some, laſh the Stragglers to the Taſk aſlign'd ; 

Some, to their Ranks, the Bands that lag behind: 
They croud the peopled Path in thick Array, 

Glow at the Work, and darken all the Way. 590 


Ar that fad Proſpect, that tormenting Scene, 
What Thoughts, what Woes were thine, unhappy Queen ! 
How loud thy Groans, when from thy lofty Tow'r 
Thy Eyes ſurvey'd the Tymult on the Shore ; 
When on the Floods thou heard'ſt the ſhouting Train 595 
Plow with reſounding Oars the watry Plain? 
To what Submiſſions of what low Degree, 
Are Mortals urg'd, Imperious Love, by Thee ? 
Once more ſhe flies to Pray'rs and Tears, to move 
Th' obdurate Prince; and Anger melts to Loye; 600 
Tries all her ſuppliant Female Arts again 
Before her Death; but tries em all in vain : 


81s TER, behold, from every fide they pour 
With eager Speed, and gather to the Shore, 
Hark !--how with Shouts they catch the ſpringing Gales, 
And crown their Ships, and ſpread their flying Sails. 606 
Ah! had I once foreſeen the fatal Blow, 


Sure, I had borne this mighty Weight of Woe. 
Yet, 
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Yet, yet, my ANN à, this One Trial make 
For thy deſpairing, dying Siſter's Sake. 610 
For ah! the dear perfidious Wretch, I ſee, 


Lays open all his Secret Soul to Thee. 
In all his Thoughts you ever bore a Part, 


You know the neareſt Paſſage to his Heart; 

Go then, dear Siſter, as a Suppliant go, 615 
Tell in the humbleſt Terms my haughty Foe, 

I ne&er conſpir d at Aulis to deſtroy, 

With vengeful Greece, the hapleſs Race of Toy; 

Nor ſent One Veſſel to the Phrygian Coaſt, 

Nor rak'd abroad his Father's ſacred Duſt. 620 
From all the Pray'rs a dying Queen prefers, 

Why will he turn his unrelenting Ears ? 

Whither, ah whither will the Tyrant fly ? 

I beg but this One Grace before I die, 

To wait for calmer Seas and ſofter Gales 625 
To ſmooth the Floods, and fill his opening Sails. 

Tell my perfidious Lover, I implore 

The Name of Wedlock he diſclaims, no more: 

No more his purpos'd Voyage I detain 

From beauteous Latium, and his diſtin d Reign. 630 
For ſome ſmall Interval of Time I move, | Y 


Some ſhort, ſhort Seaſon to ſubdue my Love, | 
1 Till 
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Till reconcil'd to this unhappy State, 

I grow at laſt familiar with my Fate; 5 
This Favour if he grant, my Death ſhall ö N I 
His. cruel Soul, and ſet us Both at eaſe. vs 


Tuus pray'd the Queen; the Siſter. bears in vain: 
The moving Meſſage, and returns again. | 

He ſtands. inflexible to Pray'rs and Tears, 

For Jo vx and Fate had ſtop'd the Hero's Ears. 640 


As, Oer th' Atrial Alps ſublimely ſpread, 

Some Aged Oak uprears his reverend Head 

This way and that the furious Tempeſts blow, 

To lay the Monarch of the Mountains low 3 

Th' Imperial Plant, tho nodding at the Sound, 645 
Tho' all his ſcatter'd Honours ſtrow the Ground, | 
Safe in his Strength, and ſeated in the Rock, 

In naked Majeſty defies the Shock : 

High as the Head ſhoots tow'ring to the Skies, 

So deep the Root in Hell's Foundation lies. 650 
'E hus is the Prince beſieg d by conſtant Pray rs; 

But though his Heart relents at D 1D o's Cares, 

Still firm the Dictates of his Soul remain, 

And Tears are ſhed, and Vows prefer'd in vain, 


— 


3 | Now 
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Now tird with Life abandon'd Dido grows; 655 
Now bent on Fate, and harraſs'd with her Woes, 
She loaths the Day, ſhe ſickens at the Sky, 
And longs, in bitterneſs of Soul, to die. 0 
To urge the Scheme of Death already laid, 
Full many a direful Omen ſhe ſurvey d: 6060 
While to the Gods ſhe pour'd the Wine, ſhe view'd 
The pure Libation turn'd to fable Blood. 
This horrid Omen to herſelf reveal'd, 
Ev'n from her Siſter's Ear ſhe kept conceal'd ; 
Yet more-—a Temple where, ſhe paid her Vows, 66 5 
Roſe in the Palace to her former Spouſe ; 
A marble Structure; this ſhe dreſs'd around 
With woolly Wreaths ; with ſacred Chaplets crown'd. 
From hence, when gloomy Night ſucceeds the Day, 
Her Huſband ſeems to ſummon her away. 670 
Perch'd on the Roof the Bird of N ight complains, 
In long, long Screams, and ſolitary Strains ; 
N ow dire Predictions rack her Mind, foretold 
Buy preſcient Sages, and the Scers of old; 
Now Stern EN EAS, her eternal Theme, | 67 5 


Haunts her diſtracted Soul in every Dream; | 
2 2 1 Now 
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In Slumber now ſhe feems to travel on, 
Through dreary Wilds, abandon'd and alone ; 
And treads a dark uncomfortable Plain, 

And ſeeks her Brians o'er the Waſte in vain. 680 
So PexnTHEus rav'd, when, flaming to his Eyes, 

He ſaw the Furies from the Deeps arile ; 

And view'd a double Thebes with wild Amaze, 

And two bright Suns with rival Glories blaze. 

So bounds the mad OrtsTzs Oer the Stage, 685 
With Looks diſtracted from his Mother's Rage; 

Arm'd with her Scourge of Snakes ſhe drives him on, 
And, wrapt in Flames, purſues her murdering Son ; 

He flies, but flies in vain ;-—the Furies wait, 


And Fiends in Forms tremendous, guard the Gate. 690 


Ar length diſtracted, and by Love o'ercome, 
Reſolv d on Death, ſhe meditates her Doom; 
Appoints the Time to end her mighty Woe, 
And takes | due Meaſures for the purpos'd Blow. 
Then her ſad Siſter ſhe with Smiles addreſs d, 695 


Hope in her Looks, but Anguiſh at her Breaſt: 4: 


nx a, pk my Joy; for lo! I find 


The ſole Expedient that can cure my Mind, 
85 f Relieve 


\ 
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Relieve my Soul for ever from her Pain, 

Or bring my Lover to my Arms again. 700 
Near Ocean's utmoſt Bound, a Region lies, 

Where mighty Ar LAs props the ſtarry Skies; 

There, lives a Prieſteſs of Maſſylian Strain, 

The Guardian of the rich H. eſperian Fane ; 


With honey'd Cakes, and Poppy's drowſy Seed, 
That round the Tree his ſhining Volumes roll'd. 
To guard the ſacred Balls of blooming Gold. 
By Magic Charms the Matron can remove, 

Or fiercely kindle all the Fires. of Love:; 710 
Roll back the Stars; ſtop Rivers as they flow; 

And call grim Spectres from the Realms of Woe. 

Trees leave their Mountains at her potent Call ; 
Beneath her Footſteps groans the trembling Ball : 

But witneſs thou, and all ye Gods on high, 715 
With what Regret to Magic Rites I fly. 

Go then, ere& with Speed and ſecret Care; 

Within the Court, a Pile in open Air. 

Bring all the Traitor's Arms and Robes, and ſpread 
Above the Heap our fatal Bridal Bed. 720 
The facred Dame commands me to deſtroy 
All, all Memorials of that Wretch | from Troy. 


Who wont the wakeful Dragon once to feed 705 


Thus 


: 

1 

| 

by 
-v 
: 

1 
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| Tuus with diſſembling Arts the Princeſs ſpoke : 

A deadly paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her Look. 

Nor could her wretched Siſter once divine 726 
Theſe Rites could cover ſuch a dire Deſign, | 

Nor deem'd a Lover treacherous to his Vows 

Should more afflict her than her murder d Spouſe; 

But rears a Pile of Oaks and Firs on high, 

Within the Court, beneath the naked Sky. 730 
With Wreaths the Queen adorn'd the Structure round; 
And with funereal Greens and Garlands crown'd. 

Next big with Death, the Sword and Robes ſhe ſpread, 
And plac'd the dear, dear Image on the Bed. 


Aulpsr her Altars, with diſhevel'd Hairs, 735 
Her horrid Rites the Prieſteſs now prepares. 

| Thundring ſhe calls, in many a dreadful Sound, 

On Chaos hoar, and ErxtsBus profound; 

On triple HE CAT E, from Hell's Abodes, 

And threefold Dian, and a hundred Gods. 1740 
The Place ſhe ſprinkled, where her Altars ſtood, 

With Streams diſſembled from Avernus' Flood 

And black envenom'd Herbs ſhe brings, reap'd down 
With brazen Sickles, by the glimmering Moon. 


Then 
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Then crops the potent Knots of Love with Care, 745 
That from the young eſtrange the Parent Mare. 

Now with a ſacred Cake and lifted Hands 

All bent on Death before her Altar ſtands, 

The Royal Victim, the devoted Fair; 

Her Robes were gather'd, and one Foot was bare. 750 
She calls on every Star in ſolemn State, | 
Whoſe guilty Beams ſhine conſcious of her Fate: 
She calls to witneſs every God above, 

To pay due Vengeance for her injur' d Love. 


"Twas Night; and, weary with the Toils of Day, 755 
In ſoft Repoſe the whole Creation lay. 
The Murmurs of the Groves and Surges die, 


The Stars roll ſolemn throu gh the glowing Sky; 
Wide. o'er the Fields a brooding Silence reigns, 


The Flocks lie ſtretch'd along the flow'ry Plains; 960 
The furious Savages that haunt the Woods, 

The painted Birds, the Fiſhes of the Floods; 

All, all, beneath the general Darkneſs, ſhare- 

In Sleep, a ſoft Forgetfulneſs of Care 3 

All but the hapleſs Queen for Love denies 765 
Reſt to her Thoughts, and Slumber to her Eyes. 


Her 
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Her Paſſions grow ſtill fiercer, and by turns 

With Love ſhe maddens, and with Wrath ſhe burns. 
The ſtruggling Tides in different Motions roll, 

And thus ſhe vents the Tempeſt of her Soul : 770 


Wnar ſhall I do — ſhall J in vain implore 

The Royal Lovers I diſdain'd before ? 

Or, lighted in my Turn with haughty Pride, 

Court the fierce Tyrant whom I once deny'd ? 

Shall I the Trojans baſe Commands obey, 7745 

Their Slave, their Suppliant, through the watry Way! 

Yes—-for my Bounties, and my former Aid 

By Troy already ſtand ſo well repaid ! 

And yet ſuppoſe I were inclin'd to go; 

The haughty Sailors would but mock my Woe. 780 

Haſt thou not yet, not yet, EL Iz A, known 

The perjur d Sons of proud LAOMEDON ? 

What —fhall I follow throu gh the roaring Main, 

Sole and abandon'd, their triumphant Train, 

Or drive em through the Deeps with Sword and F ire, 

With all my Armies, all the Sons of Bre? 786 

But, can I draw to Sea thoſe Tyrian Bands 

I drew reluctant from their native Lands ? 
| Die 
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Die then as thou deſerv'ſt; in Death repoſe ; 

The Sword, the friendly Sword, ſhall end thy Woes. 
You firſt, dear Siſter, by my Sorrows mov'd, 79 
Expos d me raſhly to the Wretch 1 lov'd ; 
Your prompt Obedience, and officious Care 

Fann'd the young Flame, and plung'd me in Deſpair. 


Oh! had I learn'd like Savages to rove, 795 


And never known the Woes of Bridal Love! 
I prov'd unfaithful to my former Spouſe, 
And now I reap the Fruits of broken Vows ! 


Tavs vents the mournful Queen, by Love oppreſt, 


The Grief that rag'd tumultuous in her Breaſt. 800 


Meantime with all Things ready for his Flight, 
In thoughtleſs Sleep the Heroe paſt the Night. 
To whom again the feather'd HzrMes came, 
His youthful Figure, Looks, and Voice the ſame, 


And thus alarms the fumbring Prince once more; 808 


What canſt thou fleep in this important Hour? 
Nor all thy Dangers canſt thou yet ſurvey ? 

Nor hear the Zephyrs. call thee to the Sea ? 

Mad as thou art !---determin'd on her Doom, 


She forms Deſigns of Miſchiefs yet to come. 810 
e 4: hen 
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Then fly her Fury while thou yet canſt Aly, 

Before Au ROoRA gilds the purple Sky; 

Fly, —or the Floods ſhall ſoon be cover'd o'er 

With numerous Fleets, and Armies croud the Shore, 
And direful Brands, with long- projected Rays, 375 
Shall ſet the Land and Ocean in a Blaze. 

E'vn now her dread Revenge is on the Wing; 

Riſe, Prince; a Woman is a Changeful Thing. 

This ſaid; at once he took his rapid F light, 

Diſſolv'd in Air, and mingled with the Night. 820 


TE Heroe ſtarts from Sleep in wild Surprize, 
Struck with the glorious Viſion from the Skies, 
And rouſes all the Train; Awake, unbind, 
And ſtretch, my Friends, the Canvas to the Wind; 
Seize, ſeize your Oars; the God deſcends again, 82 5 
To bid me fly, and launch into the Main. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou bleſt Celeſtial Guide, 

Thy Courſe we follow through the foamy Tide; 

With Joy thy ſacred Orders we obey ; 

And may thy friendly Stars direct the Way. 830 
Sudden, he drew his Sword as thus he faid, 
And cut the Haulſers with the flaming Blade; 


With 
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With the fame Ardor fir'd, the ſhouting Train 

Fly, ſeize their Oars, and ruſh into the Main, 

At once the Floods with Ships were cover'd o'er, 835 
And not one Trojan left upon the Shore ; 

All ſtretching to the Stroke, with Vigour {weep 

The whitening Surge, and plow the ſmoaking Deep. 


| Now o'er the glittering Lawns Aurora ſpread 

Her orient Beam, and left her golden Bed. 840 
Soon as the Queen at early Dawn beheld 

The Navy move along the watry Field, 

In Pomp and Order, from her lofty 'Tow'r ; 

And faw th' abandon'd Port, and empty Shore; 
Thrice her fierce Hands in Madneſs of Deſpair 845 
Beat her white Breaſt, 1 tore her golden Hair. 


THEN ſhall the Traitor &, ye Gods (ſhe ſaid) 
And leave my Kingdom, and inſulted Bed? | 
And ſhall not Carthage pour in Arms away? | 
Run there, and launch my Navies on the Sea. 850 
Fly, fly, with all your Sails, ye Sons of Tyre ; 

Hurl Flames on Flames; involve his Fleet in Fire. 

What have I ſaid ? ah] impotent and vain! 

1 e, I rare, —hat Madneſs turns my Brain? 
1 Now 
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Now can you Dio, at fo late a time, x. 2444. 1 
Reflect with Horror on your former Crime? 

Well had this Rage been ſhown, when firſt you led 
The Wretch, a Partner to your Throne and Bed. 
This is the Prince, the pious Prince, who bore 

His Gods and Relicks from the Phrygian Shore! 860 


And fafe convey'd his venerable Sire 


On his own Shoulders through the Trojan Fire ! 
Could I not tear, and throw him for a Prey, 

Baſe Wretch ! to every Monſter of the Sea? 

Stab all his Friends, his darling Son deftroy, 865 
And to his Table ſerve the murder'd Boy FED 

For, bent on Death and valiant from Deſpair, 

Say Could 1 dread the doubtful Chance of War ? 
No—-But my Flames had redden'd all the Seas; 
Wrapt all the flying Navy in the Blaze; 870 
Deſtroy d the Race, the Father and the Son, 

And crown'd the general Ruin with my own. 

Thou, glorious Sun | whofe piercing Eyes ſurvey 

Theſe Worlds "terreſtrial in thy fiery Way, 


And thou, O Jun ol bend thy awful Head, 875 


Great Queen, and Guardian of the Bridal Bed ; 

Hear thou, dire HzcaTz ! from Hell profound, 

Whoſe Rites Nocturnal through the Streets reſound, 
dae en 1 Near 
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Hear all ye Furies, Fiends, and Gods, who wait 
To pay due Vengeance for EL Iz A' Fate! 

If to the deſtin'd Port the Wretch muſt come, 
If ſuch be Jovz's unalterable Doom: 

Still let him wander, tofs'd from Place to Place, 
Far from his Country, and his Son's Embrace, 
By barbarous N ations harraſs d with Alarms 
And take the Field with unſucceſsful Arms; i 
For foreign Aid to diſtant Regions fly, 

See all his Friends a common Carnage, lie; 


And when he gains, his Ruin to compleat, 
A Peace more ſhameful than his paſt Defeat ; 


Nor Life nor Empire let him long maintain, 

But fall, by murderous Hands untimely ſlain, 
And lie unburied on the naked Plain ! 

This Vow, ye Gods, ET 12 pours in Death, 
With her laſt Blood, and her laſt gaſping Breath 
Oh Hin the Gent Grave when DI DO lies, 
Riſe in thy Rage, Thou, great Avenger, rife | 

Againſt curſt Troy, 90 mighty Son of Bre, 

Go, in the Pomp of Famine, Sword, and Fire! 
And you, my Tyrians, with Immortal H ate, 

In future Times, purſue the Dardan State. 
No Peace, no Commerce with the Race be dll: 


Pay this laſt Duty to your Princeſs Shade ; 
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Fight, when your Pow'r ſupplies ſo juſt a Rage; 
Fight now, Fight ſtill, - in every diſtant Age; 90 5 
By Land, by Sea, in Arms the Nation dare, 
And wage, from Son to Son, Eternal War! 


| | THis ſaid; She forms a thouſand Schemes, to cloſe 
Her hated Life, and finiſh. all her Woes. 
Then to her Huſband's Nurſe ſhe gave Command, 910 
_(Her own lay bury'd in her native Land;) | | 
Go, BARE, g, and bid my Siſter bring N | 
The fable Victims for the Stygian King, 
But firſt be ſprinkled from the limpid Spring. 4 
Thus let her come; and, while I pay my Vows, 915 
Thou too in Fillets bind thy aged Brows. 
Fain would I kindle now the ſacred Pyre, 
And ſee the Trojan Image fink in Fire. 
Thus I compleat the Rites to Scygian Jovs, 


And then Farewell---a long Farewell to Love! 920 
She faid ; the Matron, ſtudious to obey, 
With duteous Speed runs trembling all the way. 


uf Now to the fatal Court fierce D1Do flies, 
And rolls around her fiery glaring Eyes; 
Though pale and ſhivering at her purpos d Doom, 925 
And every dreadful Thought of Death to come; 
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Yet many a crimſon Fluſh, with various Grace, 

Glows on her Cheek, and kindles in her Face. 

Furious ſhe mounts the Pyre, and draws the Sword, 

The fatal Preſent. of the Dardan: Lord; goo _. 

For no ſuch End beſtow'd ;—the conſcious Bed, 0 
And Robes ſhe viewd; and Tears in Silence ſhed ; 

Stood. ſtill, and paus'd a Moment,---then ſhe. caſt 

Her. Body on the Couch, and ſpoke. her laſt: 


VE dear, dear Relicks of the Man I lov'd! 935 
While Fate conſented, and the Gods approv'd, 
Relieve my Woes, this Rage of Love controul, 
Take my laſt Breath, and catch my parting Soul. 
My fatal Courſe is finiſh'd, and I go | 
A Ghoſt Majeſtic to the Realms below. 94.0 
Well have I liv'd. to ſee a glorious Town: 
Rais'd by theſe Hands, and Bulwarks of my own ; 
Of all its Trophies robb'd my Brother's Sword, : 
And on the Wretch reyeng'd my murther'd Lord. 
Happy l thrice happy! if the Dardan Band: 945 
Had never touch'd upon the Libyan Land: 1 
1 hen preſſing with her Lips the Trojan Bed, 
Shall I then die, and unreveng'd ? (ſhe faid) 
Yet 


Yet. die 1 will,---and thus, and thus, I go--- 
Thus—fly with Pleaſure to the Shades below. 950 
This Blaze may yon' proud Trojan from the Sea, 

This Death, an Omen of his own, ſurvey, 


Max TIME, the fad Attendants, as ſhe ſpoke, 
Beheld her ſtrike, and fink beneath the Stroke. 
At once her ſnowy Hands were purpled o'er, 955 
And the bright Faulchion ſmoak'd with ſtreaming Gore. 
Her ſudden. Fate is blaz d the City round; 
The length ning Cries, from Street to Street, reſound; 
To Female Shrieks the Regal Dome replies, 
| And the ſhrill Echos ring amidſt the Skies; 960 
| As all fair Carthage, or her Mother Tyre, 
| Storm'd by the Foe, had ſunk in Floods of Fire; 
And the fierce Flame devour'd the proud Abodes, 
With all the glorious Temples of the Gods. 


| 
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HE R breathleſs Siſter runs with eager Pace, 965 
And beats her. throbbing Breaſt, and beauteous Face. 
Fierce through the parting Crowds the Virgin flies, 
And on her dying dear EI 4. cries. 
S Was this my D1po, ah! was this the Way 
You took, your eaſy Siſter to betray ? 
3 
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Was it for this my Hands prepar'd the Pyre, 
The fatal Altar, and the funeral Fire ? 
Where ſhall my Plaints begin Wah! Wretch undone! 
Now left abandon'd to my Woes alone! 
Was I unworthy then, to yield my Breath, 97. 
And ſhare thy ſweet Society in Death ? 
Me, Me you ſhould have call'd, your Fate to ſhare 


From the fame Weapon, and the ſame Deſpair. 
And did theſe Hands the lofty Pile compoſe? 
Did I invoke our Gods with ſolemn Vows? 980 


Only---ah cruel! to be ſent away 
From the ſad Scene of Death I now ſurvey ? 

You by this fatal Stroke : and I, and all, 

Your Senate, People, and your Carthage fall. 

Bring, bring me Water ; let me bathe in Death 985 
Her bleeding Wounds, and catch her parting Breath. 
Then up the ſteep Aſcent ſhe flew, and preſt 

Her dying Siſter to her heaving Breaſt ; | 

With Cries ſucceeding Cries her Robex unbound, 

Jo ftanch the Blood that iſſud from the Wound. 990 
Her Boſom groaning with convulfive Pain, | 
She ſtrives to raiſe her heavy Lids in vain, F 
And in a Moment finks, and ſwoons again. I 
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Prop'd on her Elbow, thrice The rear'd her Head, 

= | And thrice fell back, and fainted on the Bed; 99 5 
| Sought with her ſwimming Eyes the golden Light, 
And faw the Sun, but ſicken'd at the Sight. 


Tux mighty Joxo, with a melting Eye, 
| Beheld her dreadful Anguiſh from the Sky ; 
| And bade fair IRIS, from the ſtarry Pole, 1000 
f Fly, and enlarge her agonizing Soul: 
For as ſhe dy'd by Love before the Time, 
Nor fell by Fate, nor periſh'd for a Crime, 
Not yet had PaoszrIxE, with early Care, 
Clip'd from her Head the fatal golden Hair; 100 5 
The ſolemn Offering to the Pow'rs below, 
To free the Spirit, and relieve her Woe. 
Swift from the glancing Sun the Goddeſs drew 
A thouſand mingling Colours, as ſhe flew : 
Then radiant hover' d o'er the dying Fair; 1010 
And lo! this conſecrated Lock I bear 
To Stygian Joy E; and now, as Heav'n ordains, 
Releaſe thy Soul from theſe corporeal Chains. 
The Goddeſs ſtretch'd her Hand, as thus ſhe ſaid, 
And clipt the facred Honours of her Head; 1015 
The vital Spirit flies, no more confin' d, 
Fa 13 Diſſolves in Air, and mingles with the Wind. 
5 The End of the Fourth Book. 
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Fifth Book of the ANEID. 


The ArGUMENT. 


Eneas ſetting Sail from Africk, is driven by a Storm on the Coaſts 
of Sicily, where He is Hoſpi tably received by his Friend Aceſtes, 
King of Part of the IsL AND, and born of Trojan PARENTAGE. 
He celebrates the Memory of his Father with Divine Honours, 
Inflitutes Funeral Games, and appoints Prizes for thoſe who ſhould 
conquer in them. While the Ceremonies were performing, Juno 
ſends Iris to per ſivade the Trojan Women to burn the Ships, who, 
upon her Inſtigation, ſet Fire to them ; which burnt Four, and would 
have conſumed the reſt had not Jupiter by a ſudden Shower extin- 
guiſhed it. Upon this, Æneas, by the Advice of one of his Generals, 
and a Viſion of his Father, builds a City, for the Women, old Men, 
and others, who were either unfit for War, or weary of the V oyage ; 
and ſails for Italy, Venus procures of Neptune a /a afe Voyage for 
Him —_ all his Men, excepting only his Pilot Palinurus, who was 
unfortunately left. 


o with a proſp'rous Breeze, ÆAneas held 
lis deſtin'd Courſe, and plough'd the watry Field; 
Ms Unhappy Dido Funeral Flames ſurveys, 
That gild the Spires, and round the Bulworks blaze 
But ſoon the hidden Cauſe the Prince divin'd 5 
From the known Tranſports of a Female Mind; 
Bb 2 With 
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With ſuch a Whirl their fiery Paſſions move, 
In the mad Rage of diſappointed. Love |. 


Book V. 


| Now oer the Deep the rapid Gallies fly, | 

And the vaſt Round was only Wave and Sky. 10 

A Cloud all charg'd with livid Darkneſs ſpreads, 

Blackning the Floods, and gathering o'er their Heads. 

Aloud the careful Palinurus cries ; 

Lo! what a dreadful Storm involves. the Skies ! 

Oh! Meptune, mighty Father of the Main | 1 5 

What Tempeſts threaten from thy Watry Reign ? 

Then he commands to furl the Sails,, and ſweep 

With every bending Oar the foamy Deep. 

Himſelf, to break the Blaſt, his Sails inclin'd, 

And fled obliquely with the driving Wind. 20 

Oh! mighty Prince, the trembling Maſter cry'd, | 

Scarce could I hope, in ſuch a toſſing Tide, 

To reach Heſperia and ſurmount the Flood, 

Tho' Jove had paſt the Promiſe of a God. 

See! from the ef what thwarting Winds ariſe! 25 

How in One Cloud are gathered half the Skies! — 

In vain our Courſe we labour to maintain, 

And, ſtruggling, work againſt the Storm in vain. 
8 . | Let 
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Let us, ſince Fortune mocks our Toil, obey, 
And ſpeed OUT Voyage, where. ſhe points the Way. 30 
For not far Diſtant lies the Realm, that bore 
Your Brother Eryx, the Sicilian Shore, 

If right I judge, whoſe Eyes with conſtant Care 
Have watch'd the Heay'ns, retracing every Star. 


IS EE, reply'd the Prince, thy fruitleſs Pain, 35 
That long has ſtruggled with the Winds in vain. 
Then change thy Courſe, the whirling Guſts obey, 
And ſteer with open Sails a different Way. 
Oh ! to what dearer Land can I retreat ? 
There I may rig again my ſhatter'd Fleet : 4.0 
That Land my Father's Sacred Duſt contains, 
And there my Trojan Friend, Aceſtes reigns. 
This faid, they ſteer their Courſe ; The Weſtern Gales 
With friendly Breezes ſtretch their bellying Sails ; 


Smooth o'er the Tides the flying Navy paſt, 45 
And reach'd with Joy the well-known Shore at laſt.. 


Taz King with Wonder from a Mountain's Brow 
Beheld the-Fleet approach the Coaſt below ; 
Then, with a Javelin in his Hand, deſcends, | 
Clad in a Lion's Spoils, to meet his Friends, 0 
: This 
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This Monarch ſprung from great Crimiſus Flood; 
With due Regard he hails the kindred Train, 
Arriv'd from Carthage at his Realms again ; 


With Feaſts their fainting Spirits he reſtor'd ; 


And rural Viands crown'd. the generous Board. 


Now the diminifh'd Stars had fled away 
Before the Glories of the dawning Day. 


_ His Friends, Areas ſummon d from the Coaſt ; 


Then from a riſing Point beſpoke the Hoſt : 
Ye far-fam'd Sons. of Troy, a Race Divine, 
Whoſe Fathers ſprung from TJove's Immortal Line, 
Now the full Circle of the Year runs round, 
Since we diſpos'd my Sire in foreign Ground, 
Rais'd verdant Altars to the mighty Shade, 
And paid all Funeral Honours to the Dead: 
And now the fatal Day is juſt return'd, 

By Me (fo Heav'n ordains) with Rites adorn'd, 
For ever honour'd, and for ever mourn'd | 
Tho' baniſh'd to the burning Libyan Sand, 
Tho' led a Captive to the Argive Land, 

Tho loſt and ſhipwreck d on the Grecian Sca, 


Still would I ſolemnize this Sacred Day. 


60 
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Sure all the Friendly Pow'rs our Courſe inſpire, 

To the dear Relics of my Reverend Sire. 75 
Haſte then, the new- adopted God adore, 

And from his Grace a proſp'rous Gale implore; 
Implore a City, where we ſtill may pay, 

In his own Fane, the Honours of the Day. 

On every Ship, two Oxen are beſtow'd 80 
By great Aceſtet, of our Dardan Blood; 
Call to the Feaſt your Native Phrygian Pow rs, 

With thoſe the :Hofpitable King adores. 

Soon as the Ninth fair 'Morning's opening Light 

Shall glad the World, and chace the Shades of N ight, 85 
Then to my Trojans: I propoſe, to grace 

Theſe Sacred Rites, the rapid Naval Race; 

Then all, who glory in their matchleſs Force, 

Or vaunt their fiery Swiftneſs in the Courſe; 

Or dart the Spear, or bend the twanging Bow, 90 
Or to the dreadful : Gauntlet dare ' the: Foe, 

Attend ; and each by Merit bear away 

The noble Palms, and Glories of the Day. 

Now grace your Heads with verdant Wreaths, he ſaid ; 
Then with his Mother's Myrtle binds his Head, 95 
Like Him, Aceſtes and the Royal Boy 
Adorn their Brows, with all the Youth of 77. 


N ow 
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Now to the Tomb, ſurrounded , with a Throng, 
A mighty Train, the Heroe paſt along. 
Two Bowls of Milk, and Sacred Blood he pours ; 100 
Two of pure Wine; and ſcatters Purple Flow' rs. 
Then thus Hail Sacred Sire, all Hail again, 
Once more reſtor;d, but ah! reſtor'd in vain! 
"Twas more than envious Fate would give, to ſee 
The deſtin'd Realms of Tray with Thee; 1055 
Or mighty Beers rolling Streams explore, 
The ſacred Flood, that bathes th' Auſonian Shore. 
Scarce had he ſaid, when, beauteous to behold ! ? 
From the deep Tomb, with many a ſhining Fold, | 
An azure Serpent roſe, in Scales that flam d with Gold: 110 
Like Heav'n's bright Bow his varying Beauties ſhone 
That draws a thouſand Colours from the Sun: 
Pleas'd round the Altars and the Tomb to wind, 
His glittering Length of Volumes trails behind. 
The Chief in deep Amaze ſuſpended hung, 115 
While through the Bowls the Serpent glides along ; 
Taſtes all the Food, then ſoftly ſlides away, 
Seeks the dark Tomb, and quits the ſacred Prey ; 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Sight, the Heroe paid | 
New Rites, new Honours to his Father's Shade, 120 
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Doubts if the Dæ MON of his Sire rever'd, 
Or the kind GENIVUs of the Place appear d. 
Five fable Steers he ſlew with Rites Divine, 
As many ſnowy Sheep, and . briſtly Swine ; 
And pouring Wine, invok'd his Father's Shade 125 
Sent from the darkſom Regions of the Dead. 
Then all the Train, who gather'd round the Grave, 
Each for his Rank, proportion'd Treaſures gave. 
The Altars blaze; the Victims round” expire ; 
Some hang the maſſy Cauldrons o'er the Fire: 


130 

Some o'er the Graſs, the glowing Embers ſpread; 

Some broil the Entrails on the burning Bed. 

* Now bright the Ninth expected Morning ſhone ; 

Now roſe the fiery Courſers of the Sun. 

When endleſs Crowds the vaſt Aſſembly crown'd 135 
From all the wide diſpeopled Country round. 
Some rous'd by great ACESTES mighty Name, 75 
Some to behold the Trojan Strangers came, 
Some to contend, and try the noble Game. | 
Is View, amid the ſpacious Circle, lay 140 


The coſtly Gifts, the Prizes of the Day. 

Arms on the Ground, and ſacred Tripods glow, 

With Wreaths and Palms to bind the Vict or's Brow. | 2 
5 Cc Silver, 
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Silver, and purple Veſts in Heaps are roll'd, 

Rich Robes, and Talents of the pureſt Gold ; 145 
And from a Mount the ſprightly Trump proclaims 

To all the gather d Croud the glorious Games. 


Fou welkmatch'd Gallies. firſt, by Oats impell'd, 
Drawn from the Navy, took. the watry Field. 

In the ſwift Dolphin mighty MxzsTHEuUs came, 150 
MNESsTHEUs, the Founder of the MzMUNnIAR Name. 
Next Gyas in the vaſt Chimera ſweeps | 
(Huge as a Town): the hoarſe-reſounding Deeps : 

Three Rows of Oars employ the panting Train, 

To puſh th'enormous. Burthen o'er the Main. 155 
SERGESTUs in the Centaur took his Place, 

The glorious Father of the Sergian Race. 

In the blue Scylla great CLoanTHUs rode, 

The noble Source of our  Cluentiar Blood 3 


Far in the Main a Rock advances O er 160 
The level Tides, and fronts the foamy Shore, 
That hid beneath the rolling Ocean lies, 
| When the black Storms involve the ſtarry Skies, 
But in a Calm its lofty Head diſplays 
To reſt the Birds who wing the ſpacious Seas, 165 


3 
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Here the great Heroe fixt an Oaken Bough, 
A Mark, that nodded o'er the craggy Brow ; 

To teach the Train to ſteer the backward Way, 

And fetch a ſhorter Circle round the Sea: 

Then, rank d by Lot, conſpicuous oer the Flood, 170 
The Chiefs array'd in Gold and Purple glow'd. 

The Youths green. Poplars round their Temples twine, | 
And bright with Oil their naked Bodies ſhine, 


Eager, they graſp their Oars, and liſt ning wait the Sign. 175 | 
Thick in their Hearts alternate Motions play, Ft 


Now preſt with beating Fears they fink away, | 
Now throb with riſing Hopes to win the glorious Day. bi | 

Soon as the Trump the firſt ſhrill Signal blew, 

All, in a Moment, from the Barrier flew : 
Laſh'd by their whirling Oars the Surges riſe, 180 

And with their Shouts the Sailors rend the Skies, 

The foamy Tides with equal Furrows ſweep; 

And, opening to the Keel, divides the hoary Deep. 
Not half ſo ſwift the fiery Courſers pour, 

And, as they ſtart, the diſtant Plain devourz 185 
Nor half fo fierce the Drivers, pois'd in Air, 
Urge the fleet Steeds to whirl the flying Car, 

Throw up the Reins, and, bending o'er the Yoke, 

Shout, laſh, and ſend their Souls at every Stroke. 

Oe 2 | | The 
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The Crouds in Parties join; and, to the Cries 190 
And eager Shouts, the hollow Wood replies; 
While Hills to Hills repeat the mingled Roar, 

And the long Echo rolls around the winding Shore. 


With Peals of loud Applauſe from every Side 
Firſt Gras flew, and ſhot along the Tide. 


195 
Croaxr Rus follows, but his pond'rous Ship, 
Tho' better Mann'd, moves heavier on the Deep. 
Behind, the Dolphin and the Centaur lay, 
At equal Diſtance, on the watry Way: 
Now darts the rapid Dolphin o'er the Main, 200 


Now the vaſt Centaur wins the Day again: 
Then, Side by Side, and Front by Front, they join, 
And plow in frothy Tracks the ruffled Brine. 


And now proud GyAs reach'd th' appointed Place, 
A while the Victor of the watry Race ; 205 


Then to MznzTzs call'd, and gave Command, 

To leave the Right, and fteer againſt the Land; 
Let others plow the Deep; — In vain he ſpoke; 

The cautious Pilot dreads the lurking Rock, 
And turns his Prow and fteers a different Road, 210 
And leaves the Shallows for the open Flood. 

Once more in vain the raging Gy as cry d, | 
And lo! that Moment, brave CLOANTHñUS fpyd >= 
Cloſe at his Back, who plow'd the nearer Tide. | 
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The dangerous Way the daring Heroe took 215 


Between bold GY AS and the ſounding Rock. 

Sudden beyond the Chief he ſhoots away, 
Clear of the Goal and roomy Sea. 

Then Gras wept; and Grief and Rage inflame 

The Youth forgetful of his Friends and Fame. 220 
From the high Stern, with Anger and Diſdain, 

He hurl'd the hoary Maſter in the Main ; 

Then ' madly took Himſelf the ſole Command, 

And fir d his Train, and bore upon the Land. 

Hoary with Age, and ſtruggling long in vain, ; 285 
With cumb'rous Veſts, MzxzTzs mounts again; 
Trembling he climb'd a lofty Rock; and dry'd 

His Limbs, all drench'd and reeking with the Tide. 
Loud laugh'd the Crowds to ſee him ſhoot away, 


Drink and diſgorge by Turns the briny Sea. 230 


At diſtance Mx ESTHEZUSs and SEROGEHS TUS lye; 
Both hope to paſs the fiery G IAS by, 
The Vantage firſt the bold 8SERGESTVsS took, 
With rapid Speed advancing to the Rock; 


But not a Length before : The Dolphin rides 235 


With Rival Speed, and bears upon her Sides. 
Brave MNzsTHEus now inflames his Naval Crew, 
As o'er the Deck from Man to Man he flew. 


My 
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My brave Aſſociates, in whoſe Aid I truſt, 
You, whom I choſe, when ILion ſunk in Duſt, 240 | 
Now ſhow the Strength and Spirit once you ſhow'd, 9 
When raging Storms, and 8 Y RT ES you withſtood, . 
Plow'd Mais 4's Tide, and ſtem'd th IGNIAN Flood: | 
Now, now, my Friends, your utmoſt Pow'r diſplay, 

Riſe to your Oars and ſweep the watry Way : 245 
Nor ſtrive we now the Victory to gain, I 
Tho' yet but ah | let thoſe the Palm obtain, 
Thoſe, whom thy Favours crown, great Monarch of the Main! 
But to return the Lags of all the Day! 

Oh! wipe, my Friends, that ſhameful Stain away 250 


Fir at the Word, each other they provoke ; 
Springs the fwift Ship at every vigorous Stroke. 
With painful Sweat their heaving Bodies ftream ; 
Thick pant their Hearts and trembles every Limb. 
All bending to their Oars the Labour ply ; 255 
The Sea rolls backward and the Surges fly. 
Now, with the wiſh'd Succeſs they toil to gain, 
Indulgent Fortune crowns the lab'ring Train ; 


For while the fierce SzRGEsTUs nearer drew, 
And in a ſcanty Space too raſhly flew, 260 
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| (His Road ftill narrower) with a mighty Shock 
He rnſh'd againſt the ſharp projected Rock. 
Then flew the ſhatter'd Oars, and flying rung, 
And on the rugged Sides the Veſſel hung. 
To gain their floating Oars, with mingled Cries, 265 
All arm'd with Iron Poles, the Sailors riſe. 
Fir d with Succeſs, along the open Seas 
Proud MNzsTHE us ſhoots, invoking every Breeze. 
As in her Neſt, within ſome Cavern hung, 
The Dove fits trembling o'er her callow Voung, 270 
Till rous'd at laſt by ſome impetuous Shock, 
She ſtarts ſurpriz d, and beats around the Rock; 
Then to the open Field for Refuge flies, 
And the free Bird expatiates in the Skies; 
Her Pinions pois d, thro liquid Air ſhe ſprings, 275 
And ſmoothly glides, nor moves her levell'd Wings: 
So, joyful MNESTHEUs darts without Controul 
O'er the wide Ocean, and approach'd the Goal; 
So the ſwift Dolphin flies. in open View, 
And gain'd new Strength, new Swiftneſs as ſhe flew. 280 
Firſt by SzxGESTUs* Ship he ſhoots along, 
That in the Shelves and Shallows hung ; 
With. Cries the Chief his Rival's Aid implores, 
And. ſtrives in vain to row. with ſhatter'd Oars. 
Next- 
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Next fiery. Gy as he with Shouts purſu'd, OS 
Who in the huge Chimera ſtem'd the Flood ; 

She yields, depriv'd of her experienc'd Guide ; 

And ſees her Rival fly triumphant o'er the Tide. 

Now, near the Port, with all his Pow'r he ftrains 

To paſs CLoanTaus, who the laft remains. 290 
The doubling Shouts inſpires him as he flies 

And the long Peal runs rattling round the Skies: 
Theſe, fluſh'd with Pride, would caſt their Lives away, 
Ere they reſign the Glories of the Day: | 
Thoſe, by Succeſs, in Strength and Spirit riſe, 295 
And their fierce Hopes already win the Prize. 

Thus haply Both with level Beaks had ply'd, 

The Surge, and rode the Victors of the Tide; 

But brave CLOANTHUS Oer the rolling Floods 
Stretch d wide his Hands, and thus invok'd the Gods: 300 
Ye Powers | on whoſe wild Empire I diſplay 

My flying Sails, and plow the watry Way ; 

Oh! hear your Suppliant, and my Vow ſucceed ; 
Then on theſe Shores a milk-white Bull ſhall bleed ; 
And purple Wine your ſilver Waves ſhall ſtain, 305 
And facred Victims glut: the greedy Main. 

Thus he---and every Wereid - heard the Vow, 

With mighty Phorcus from the Deeps below. 


And 
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And great Portunus, with his ample Hand, 
Puſh'd on the rapid Galley to the Land. 310 


Swift as the hiſſing Javelin cuts the Skies, 
Swift as 'a Whirl-wind, to the Port ſhe flies. 


AND now the Herald's Voice proclaims aloud 
CLoanTavus Victor, to the ſhouting Crowd. 
The mighty Prince himſelf, with verdant Boughs 315 
Of vivid Lawrel, binds the Hero's Brows. | 
Three Steers, and one large Talent are beſtow' d 
On every Rival Crew, that plow'd the Flood. 
But to the glorious Leaders, bold and brave, 
The generous Chief diſtinguiſh'd Honours gave. 320 
A Robe the Victor ſhar'd, where Purple plays, : 
Mixt with rich Gold, in every ſhining Maze. 
There Royal Ga NYMEDE, inwrought with Art, 
O'er Hills and Foreſts hunts the bounding Hart ; 
The beauteous Youth, all wondrous to behold ! 325 
Pants in the moving Threads, and lives in Gold. 
From tow'ring Ida : ſhoots the Bird of Jove, 
And bears him ſtruggling thro' the Clouds above : 
With out-ſtretch'd Hands his hoary Guardians cry, 
And the loud Hounds ſpring furious at the Sky. 330 
| D d e 
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On MxgsTAHEUs next, the Chief who bore away 
The Second glorious Honours of the Day, 

A ſhining Mail the generous Prince beſtows, 

That, rich with Claſps of Gold, refulgent glows, 

Who ſtript Demoleus of the coſtly Load 335 
In Trojan Fields, by Sims mighty Flood: 

Two labouring Servants, with united Toil | 
And Strength conjoyn'd, ſcarce heaved th'enormous Spoil : 
Yet in theſe Arms of old, with matchleſs Might, 

The ſwift DE MODUS chac'd his Foes in Fight. 345 
This Mail, Ant as gave the Chief to bear, 

A ſure Defence and Ornament in War. 

The next rich Preſents mighty GvAs grace, 

Two ponderous Cauldrons of refulgent Braſs ; 

Two Silver Goblets, wrought with Art Divine, 345 
That rough, and bright with ſculptur'd Figures ſhine. 
Proud of their 'Gifts the lofty Leaders tread, 
And purple Fillets glitter on their Head. 
When, from the Rock fearce diſengagid with Pain, 
SERGESTUS brings his fhatter'd Ship again. 350 
One Side all maim'd, She flowly moves along, 
Spoil'd of her Oars, amid the hooting Throng: 
As when a lingring Fate the Serpent feels, 
@bliquely cruſh'd beneath the Brazen Wheels, 
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Or, bruis d and mangled by the cruel Swain 35 5 
With ſome huge Stone, writhes with the ſhooting Pain, | 
And rolls and twifts her ſcaly Folds in vain. | 
Above, all fierce her glittering Volumes riſe, 

Flames in her Creſt, and Lightning in her Eyes; 

But maim'd below, and tardy with the Wound, 360 
Her Train unfolded drags along the Ground. 

So maim'd and flow the ſhatter'd Gally paſt, 

But aided by her Sails ſhe reach'd the Port at laft. 
Pleas'd with the Veſſel and the Crew reſtor'd, 
The generous Prince rewards their hapleſs Lord. 365 
The promis d Preſent to the Chief he gave; 
ProLor, the beauteous Female Cretan Slave, 

In Works of Art ſuperior to the Reſt, 

And proud of Two fair Infants at the Breaft. 


TEISs Conteſt o'er ; with Thouſands in his Train, 370 
Mov'd the great Heroe to a ſpacious Plain. 
High Hills the verdant Theatre furround ; 
And waving Woods the mighty Circuit crown'd. ' 
Hither, with all the Crowds the Prince withdrew, 
And took his Sylvan Throne in open View. 375 
Here coſtly Gifts the Chief propos'd, to grace 
The ſpacious Youths that urge the rapid Race. 
Dd 2 : Now 
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Now throng the Trojan and Sicilian Band; 

And firſt Euryalus and Miſus ſtand; 

That, for his youthful Charms admir'd by Troy; 380 

This, for chaſt Friendſhip to the beauteous Boy. 

Next to the Conteſt, warm with Hopes of Fame, 

Of Priam's Royal Race, Diores came. | 

Salius and Patron then in Order paſt ; 

Epirus One, and One, Arcadia grac'd. 385 

Brave Helymus and Panopes ſucceed ; 

Two valiant Youths in fair Trinacria bred ; 

Who with AcztsTEzEs drove the Savage: Race 

From Wood to Wood, long practis'd to the Chace. 

And mighty Numbers more, unknown to Fame, 390 

Advance in Crouds to ſhare the glorious Game. 

High in the midſt, ZNxx as rear d his Head, 

And oh! attend, ye generous Youths, (he faid ;) 

Of All who try the Fortune of the Day, 

Not One fhall go without a Gift away. 395 

With two bright Crezan Lances, Each ſhall ſhare 

An Ax with Silver grav'd, to ſhine in War. 

Diſtinguiſh'd Gifts and Olive Wreaths ſhall _ grace 

The Three triumphant Victors of the Race. 

On the Firſt Youth a Courſer 1 beſtow, 400 

Whoſe Trappings rich with Gold and Purple glow : 
2 
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The next a Quiver charg'd with Shafts ſhall claim, 


Such as adorns an Amazonian Dame; 

Claſp'd by a Gemm, refulgent to behold, 

Shines the bright Trophy with a Belt of Gold. 405 
On the proud Youth this Gift ſhall be confer'd : 

And this fair Argive Helm ſhall grace the Third. 


Tris faid, they took their Place ; the Trumpet blew ; 
And All impetuous from the Barrier flew : 
Fierce as a Tempeſt, o'er. the Plain they paſt 410 
From the firſt Space, and gain upon the laſt. 
Firſt NIs us ſprung, and left the Crowd behind, 
Swift as the Lightning, or the Wings of Wind. 
Next, but the N ext with many a Length between, 
Young SaLlius ſkim'd along the level Green. 415 
EvurYALus, the Third, ſcarce touch'd the Plain ; 
Behind, bold HELVYMUs his Rival ran; 05 
But, hovering o er him, runs DroRxEs nigh; 
Now Side by Side, and Foot by Foot they fly. 
The Youth had conquer d in a longer Way, 420 
Or undecided left the Honours of the Day. 
And now they juſt approach'd with rapid Pace, 
Tir'd with the Toil, the Limit of the Race, 


When 
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When Nisvs fell amid the lippery Plain 

Drench'd with the copious Blood of Victims ſlain. 4. 25 
His Feet no more the ſhouting Victor held; 

Aloft they fly, and quiver on the Field. 

Headlong he fell, with Mud all cover'd oer, 

And every Limb was ſtain'd with ſacred Gore. 

Yet, as he weltred on the Ground, he ſtrove 430 


206 


To ſhow EURVYAL us his ardent Love. 
For now, ev'n now, the Youth his Body threw 
Before his Rival SaLivs, as he flew : 
He fell, and on the Ground extended lay ; 
Thus, favour'd by his Friend, ſprung ſwift away 435 
The young EvuayALUs, and won the Day. 
At once beyond the Goal the Victor flies; 
Shouts of Applauſe and Clamours rend the Skies. 
Next HzLyMUs, and next Dioxts came | 
With eager Ardor, now the Third in Fame. 4.4.0 
But SaL1us fills the Ring with clam'rous Crics, 
By Turns to every hoary Judge applies, 
Storms at the F raud, and claims the rightful Prize. 
But F avour, winning Tears, and youthful Grace 
Plead for the Boy, the Victor of the Race. 445 
Dios too, before the partial Crowd, 
Defends the young EuRTYAL us aloud 
Who 
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Who now. muſt urge his Chim, ſhould 8411s gain 
The Firſt proud Honours, to the Third in vain. 


Tuus then the Prince--in order ſhall we pay 450 
To each buive Youth the Prizes of the Day : 
Since theſe are ſhar'd, permit me to extend 
One Proof of Pity to a hapleſs Friend : 
This faid, on SaLtvus generouſly beftow'd 
A Lion's yellow Spoils, (a coſtly Load 1 ) Tk + 
With martial Pride his Shoulders to infold ; 
Rough was the dreadful Mane, the Pawswereſheath'd in Gold. 
When N1svs thus, —if ſuch high Preſents grace 
SALIUs who fell; firſt vanquiſh'd in the Race. 
What Gift ſhall I receive, who bore away, 460 
And ſtill had held the Honours of the Day, 
Had not the Fortune, that my Foe o'erthrew, 
Befell unhappy N1sws as he flew. i 
Then ſhow'd his Robes and Face with Blood defil'd ; 
Th' indulgent Father of the People ſmil'd ; 
And caus'd a mighty Buckler to be brought, 
With Art n DiDpru ao wrought ; 
Great NET TUN E“s Gates the Prize adorn'd in Troy, 


Now the bright Preſent loads the favour'd Boy. 


465 


THESE 
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Tassz Gifts beſtow'd - the Heroe cries aloud, 470 

Stand forth, ye valiant Champions, from the Crowd; 

Who vaunt your Courage and unrivall'd Might, 

And with the Gauntlet” dare provoke the Fight. 

Then he propos'd, in Gold and Garlands gay, 

A Bull, to grace the Victor of the Day. 475 

Next, to relieve the Loſer's Shame and Pain, 

Caſt a rich Sword and Helmet on the Plain. 

Strait with a Shout, ſupremely tall and ſtrong, 

Bold Darts rear'd his Bulk above the Throng; 

The Youth, the only Youth, who dar'd withſtand 480 

The fierce Tempeſtuous Sway of Pals Hand, 

Who on huge Burzs prov'd his matchleſs Might 

At Hector's Tomb, Victorious in the Fight; 

| (BuTzs, of Amycus' BeBryCIAN Strain ;) 

And ftretch'd th' enormous Giant on the Plain. 48 5 

Thus, glorying in his Strength, in open View 

His Arms around, the tow'ring DAR Es threw, 

Stalk'd high, and laid his brawny Shoulders bare, 

And dealt his whiſtling Blows in empty Air. 

His Match was ſought ; thro All a Terror ran; 190 

All gaz'd and trembled at the mighty Man. 

Deſpair, he thought, had ſeiz'd the circling Bands. ; 

And now before the Prince the Champion ſands z 


Fierce 
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Fierce by the Horns the beauteous Bull he took, - 

And in proud Triumph to the Heroe ſpoke : 495 

Since None, oh | Chief, accept the proffer'd Fray, 7 

Why for his Coward Foe muſt; Darzs ſtay ? 
Permit me, Prince, to lead my rightful Prize away. ; 


The Trojans clamour with applauding Cries, - | 
And for the Youth demand the promis'd Prize. * ; 
Then to ENTELLus old AczsTzs faid, 
Who fate beſide him on the flow'ry Bed; 
ENTELLUs once the Braveſt on the Plain; 
But ah! the Braveſt, and the Beſt in vain! | 
With ſuch tame Patience can my Friend ſurvey 505 
This Prize, without a Conteſt, borne away? 
Where, where is now great E _ vaunted Name; 
The God, who taught our thund'ring Arms the Game, 
The Spoils that grace thy Roof, and all thy former Fame? j 
Nor am I dead, replies the Chief, to Praiſe, 510 
Nor yield to Fear, but fink by Length of Days. 
My Nerves unſtrung, my Strength no more remains, 
And Age creeps ſhiv'ring thro my Iey Veins. 
Had I that Vigor ftill, my Youth could boaſt, 
Or yon' vain Champion vaunts to all the Hoſt, _ 516 
Soon ſhould this Arm that Inſolence chaſtiſe, 
For Fame alone without the proffer'd Prize. 

| Ee Ev'n 


| 
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Ev'n now I ſcorn the Combate to decline j 
The Prize I heed not; let the Fame be Mine! 


Tr1s faid; amid the Ring, in open View, 
Two mighty Gauntlets on the Ground he threw : 
Theſe grac'd great Eryx in the Fight of old, 


Seven thick Bull-hides, their Volumes huge diſpread, 
Pond'rous with Iron and a Weight of Lead. 
The Hoſt ſtood all aftoniſh'd at the Sight, 

But Daxzs moſt, who now refus'd the Fight: 
The Heroe turns the Folds, in Wonder ſtands, 
And pois'd th enormous Gauntlets in his Hands. 
How had you wonder' d, the bold Champion ſaid, 
Had you the huge Herculean Arms ſurvey d? 
Had you thoſe pond'rous Gloves of Death beheld, 
And the ſtern Combate on this fatal Field > 
Theſe, Prince, of old your Brother Eryx wore, 
Lo! you behold em ftill diſtain'd with Gore. 
With Theſe Aeides Force he long ſuſtain d * 7 


And theſe I brandiſh'd, while my Strength remain d 


Fre the cold Hand of envious Age had ſhed 
Theſe Marks of Winter on my hoary Head. 


V. 
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And brac'd his Arms with many a dreadful Fold. 


525, 


330 
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Yet, if your Champion trembles at the Sight, 540 
Nor dares to meet theſe Gauntlets in the F ight; F 

If ſo Exzas and the King incline ; 

Lo! to his Fears theſe Weapons I reſign: 

With equal Arms the Combate will we try; 

And Thou, lay Thou, thy Trojan Gauntlets by. 54 z 


Tris ſaid, the Heroe ſtrait his Robe unbound, 
And caſt the double Garment on the Ground; 
Bares his huge brawny Limbs, and on the Sands, 
Dreadful to view, the hoary Champion ſtands. 
Then the great Prince with equal Gauntlets bound 550 
Their vigorous Hands, and brac'd their Arms around : 
Their Arms, that Moment, each, impetuous Foe 
Rear'd high in Air, and roſe to every Blow; | 
And, while their raging Hands the Fight provoke, 
Withdraw their Heads from each tempeſtuous Stroke. 555 | 
This on his Youth and active Speed relies, 

That on his Bulk and tall Gigantick Size : | 

But each vaſt Limb moves ſtiff and flow with Age : 

And thick ſhort Pantings ſhake the lab'ring Sage. 

Each, but in vain , a Thouſand Strokes beſtows; 560 

Their Sides and Breaſts re-echo to the Blows: 1755 
Ee 2 With 
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With ſwift repeated Wounds their Hands fly round 
Theis Heads and Cheeks; their crackling Jaws reſound: 
* Unmiov'd EnTELLvs, witk a ftedfaſt Look 
And watchful Eyes: avoids the furious Stroke 
The Youth inveſts his Foe with all his Pow'r, 
As ſome brave Leader a beleaguer d Tow'r, 
When on the Bull-warks in his Rage he falls, 
And plants his Engines round th embattled Walls; 
On every Side, with fruitleſs Skill and Pain, 579] 
Eager he tries a Paſs or Poſt to gain, 

And ftorms the Rocky Battlements in vain: | 
And now His Aim the bold E x TELLUS took, 

With his huge Hand, high bandiſ'& for the Stroke; 
The Youth obſerv'd! the long-deſcending Blow, 575 
And leaps afide, and diſappoints the Foe. 

The Stroke was ſpent in Air; with dreadful Sound 
Prone fell the Champion thund' ring to the Ground. 

A Pine thus tumbles to the Vales below 

From Idas Top, or ExymanTHus Brow. 5 90 
At once the Trojans and Sicilians riſe, 
And with divided Clamours rend the Skies. 
And firſt Areſtes, touch'd with Pity, ran 

To raiſe lis Friend and old Compeer again. 


565 


Swift 
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Swift from the Fall, and with redoubled Might 5785 
Sprung the fierce Hetoe, and renew'd the Fight; FE 
Improv'd in Spirit, to the Combate came, ] 
While conſeious Valour ſets his Soul on Flame, 

Stang with Diſgrace, and more enrag'd with Shame. [ 
Now headlong o'er the Field he drove the Foe, 390 
And. roſe in Strength and Wrath at every Blow. 

Now a thick Storm of Strokes around him flies, 

Thick as the Hail comes rattling from the Skies; 

With both his thund'ring Hands the Blows he * 

And turn'd his giddy Foe on every Side. 505 
Then flew the good N BAS, to aſſwage | 

The Hero's Wrath; and cheek the mighty Rage: 

From Death he ſnatch'd the Champion, and began 

To ſooth the Sorrows of the vanquiſh'd Man: 


WRAT Madneſs, hapleſs Dares has poſſeſt 606 
Thy thoughtlefs Mind; and fir'd' thy daring Breaſt? 
Canſt thou not ſee thy Rival's Pow'r Divine, 

Far other Strength; and mightier Hands tian Thine ? 
Ceaſe then, and give the vain Contention o'er ; 
Ceaſe, and oppoſe a Demigod no' more ! : " 


Tus 
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Tu. Youth now drags his trembling Legs along; 

His looſe Head tott'ring, o'er his Shoulders hung ; 

Giddy with Pain, he now ejects the Blood; 

His looſen'd Teeth come mingled in the Flood; 

While in their Arms his fad Aſſociates bore 610 

The batter d Champion groaning to the Shore, 
The dear- bought Sword and Helmet brought away, 

And left the Palm and Bull the Victor's Prey. 


Now great ENTELLU s, glorying in the Prize 
And fluſh'd with Conqueſt, thus, exulting cries; 615 
Behold, ye Trojans, and thou, Chief Divine, 
What Vigor, in the Bloom of Vouth, was Mine; 
From what a thund'ring Arm and fatal Blow, 
Your timely Mercy has preſerv'd my Foe. 
With that the Chief, collected in his Might, 620 
Confronts the Victim, the Reward of Fight. 
Then rais'd his Hand aloft, and from above, 

With dreadful Sway, the pond'rous Gauntlet drove 
Through the broad Forehead of the Stately Bull, 

And daſh'd within the Brain the batter'd Skull. 625 
The Bull, convulfive with the deadly Wound, 
Groans, tumbles, rolls, and quivers on the Ground. 

bv | 1 Then 
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Then thus the conq ring Chief, performs his Vow, 
Exyx, on Thee this Victim I beſtow ; L | 
A nobler Victim than my Trojan: Foe | 630. 
To younger Champions now the Game I Yield; 

Here I reſign my Arms; and here renounce the Field. 


NzxT the great Prince propos d the Prize to thoſe, 

Who wing'd the Shafts, and bent the twanging Bows. 
Amid the ſpacious Plain the Heroe plac'd 635 

Sublime in Air SzxGEsTUs' lofty Maſt; | 

Around the tap'ring Top a Dove they tye, 

The trembling Mark at which their arrows fly; 

Hither to try their Skill the Warriors haſte 

And in a Brazen Helm the Lots are caſt. 640 

Firſt, with Applaufe, H1 yrocoon's Lot was thrown, 

The mighty HyRTACVUs' illuſtrious Son. 

MNESsTHEUs the Next, whom verdant Olives grace, 

The Second Victor in the Naval Race. 

Then the third Chance to great Euxy T1oNn came, 645 

Thy Brother, Pa N DAR Us renown'd by Fame, 

Whoſe Hand by PALL as prompted, drew the. Bow, | 

To break the Truce, againſt the Grecian Foe. [ 

Laſt in the Helm remain'd AcztsTts Name; ſe 

Old as he was, he try'd the Youthful' Game. ; 650. 

Then 


Then every Chief, with all his Strength and Art, 


Then MNesTHEvus drew the Bow, and aim'd on high 


High in the Skies ſhe feels the deadly Wound, 


His Skill, his Vigor, and reſounding Bow. 
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Bent the tough Bow, and choſe the feather'd Dart. 
Thro yielding Air firſt vaniſh'd with a. Spring 
HrryyeocooN's Arrow from the ſounding String. 
Full in the Maſt, impell'd with Vigor, ſtood 655 
The forceful Shaft, and quiver d in the Wood. 
The Dove, affrighted, ftretch'd her flutt'ring Wing; 
And with Applauſe the Vales and Mountains ring. 


The pointed Dart, and levell'd with his Eye; 660 
Nor thro' the Mark the luckleſs Arrow drove, 

But cut the String that ty'd the trembling Dove. 

Swift thro the Clouds the Bird unſhackled flies, 

And ſpreads her Wings, at Freedom in the Skies. 
Already had EURYT1ON bent his Bow, 665 
And to his Brother God addreſs'd his Vow : 

The tow'ring Bird amid the Clouds he flew, 

And the ſwift Shaft transfix d her as ſhe flew. 


And, with the Dart, comes Dying to the Ground. 670 
And now 5 all Hopes expir'd, the Conqueſt gain d, 


The venerable Prince alone remain'd. 


Vet he diſcharg d the flying Shaft, to ſhow 


When 
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When ſudden they beheld, with wond'ring Eyes, 675 
A dire portentous Omen in the Skies. 
Too late the Seers the frightful Sign explain, 
Too late they clear the dread Event in vain! 
For, flying thro' the Clouds in open View, 
The glowing Arrow kindled as it flew ; 680 
Then drew a Golden Trail of Flames behind, 
That mark'd it's Courſe, and vaniſh'd in the Wind : 
So ſhine the falling Stars with dreadful Hair, 
And glance, and ſhoot along the Fields of Air. 
Amaz'd the Trojans and Sicilians ſtood ; 685 
And breath'd their ardent Pray'rs to every God. 
The Dardan Prince the doubtful Sign miſtook, 
Embrac'd the Monarch, and with Tranſport ſpoke : 
Father | accept the Prize; the Will Divine 
Of mighty Jove, by this auſpicious Sign, 690 
Declares the firſt diſtinguiſh'd Honours Thine. 
Accept this Goblet, which my Sire of old 
Receiv'd from Ciſſeus rough with ſculptur'd Gold; 
Take it, my Royal Friend, and let it prove 
A long-priz'd Gift of dear Reſpect and Love. 695 
Then he beſtow'd the Lawrel, and aloud 
Proclaim'd him Victor to the ſhouting Crowd. | 
| F f Nor 
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Nor did the generous Chief the Prize deny, 
Whoſe Arrow pierc'd the Bird amid the Sky ; 
Next, he who cut the Cord, with Gifts was grac'd ; 700 
And he, whoſe Arrow ſtruck the Tree, the Laſt. 


Now call'd the Prince, before the Games were done; 
The Hoary Guardian of his Royal Son, | | 
And gently whiſpers in his faithful Ear, 

To bid As c AN LUS in his Arms appear, © nee 
And with his youthful Band and Courſer come; 

To pay due Honours at his Grandfire's Tomb. 

Next he commands the huge aſſembled Train 

To quit the Ground, and leave an open Plain. 

Strait on their bridled Steeds, with Grace Divine, 710 
The beauteous Youths before their Fathers ſhine. 
The blooming Trojans and Sicilians throng, 

And gaze with Wonder as they march'd along. 
Around their Brows a vivid Wreath they wore; 

Two glitt'ring Lances tipt with Steel they bore: 715 
Theſe a light Quiver ſtor'd with Shafts ſuſtain, 

And from their Neck depends a golden Chain. 

On ſprightly Steeds advance three graceful Bands, 
And each a. little blooming Chief commands. 

Beneath 
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Beneath each Chief twelve ſprightly Striplings came, 720 
In ſhining Arms, in Looks and Age the ſame. 

Grac'd with his Grandſire's Name, PoLITES' Son, 
Young PR1am, leads the firſt gay Squadron on; 

A Youth, whoſe Progeny muſt Latium grace: 
He preſs'd a dappled Steed of  Thracian Race; 726 
Before, white Spots on either Foot appear, 

And on his Forehead blaz'd a Silver Star, 

Ars the next advanc'd, with Looks Divine, 

Ars the Source-of the great Attian Line: 

IuLus Friendſhip grac'd the lovely r 730 
And laſt Iuyus came, the Pride of Troy, _ 

In Charms, ſuperior to the blooming Train; 

And ſpurr'd his Tyriar Courſer to the Plain ; 

Which Dido gave the Princely Youth, to prove 

A laſting Pledge, memorial of her Love. 33 
Th' inferior Boys on beauteous Courſers ride, 

From great Ack STEG Royal Stalls ſupply' d. 

Now fluſh'd with Hopes, now pale with anxious Fear, 
Before the ſhouting Crowds, the Youths appear; 

The ſhouting Crowds admire their Charms, and trace 740 
Their Parents Lines in every lovely Face. 

Now round the Ring, before their Fathers, ride 

The Boys, in all their Military Pride. = | 
Fi 2 Till 
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Till Periphantes ſounding Laſh from ww ? 
Gave the loud Signal of the mimic War ; 1746 
Divide in Order, and their Ranks diſplay 


Swift at the Summons they return, and throw 


At once their hoſtile Lances at the Foe: | 
Then take a new Excuthon on the Plain; 550 


Round within Round, an etidlefs Courſe maintain; 


And now advance, and now retreat again; 

With well-diſſembled Rage their Rivals dare, 

And pleaſe the Crowd with Images of War. 
Alternate now they turn their Backs in Flight, 755 
Now dart their Lances, and renew the Fight: 

Then in a Moment from the Combate ceaſe, 

Rejoyn their ſcatter d Bands, and move in Peace. 

So windes deluſive, in a Thouſand Ways 

Perplext and intricate, the Cretan Maze; 760 
Round within Round, the blind Aanders run, 
Untrac'd and dark, and end where they begun. 


The ſkilful Youths, in Sport, alternate ply 


Their ſhifting Courſe ; by Turns they fight, and fly : 

As Dolphins gambol on the watry Way, 765 

And, bounding. o'er the Tides, in wanton Circles. play. 
This 
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This Sport As cAN Ius, when in mighty Length 

He rais d proud ALBA glorying in her Strength, 

Taught the firſt Fathers of the Latian Name, 

As now he Solemniz d the noble Game. 770 
From their ſucceſſive Ar 8 AN Off- ſpring come DN 
Theſe antient Plays, to grace Imperial Rome; 

Who owns her Trojan Band, and Game of Troy 
Deriv'd thro' Ages from the Princely Boy. 


Tavs were the Solemn Funeral Honours paid 773 
To great AN HIS ES! Venerable Shade. 2 
But ſoon the Prince his changing Fortune found 5 
And in her Turn the fickle Goddeſs frown'd. 

For, while the oather'd Crowds-the Games repeat, 
Heav'n's mighty Empreſs, to the Trojan Fleet, 780 
(Her antient Rage ſtill glowing in her Soul,) 
Diſpatch'd fair [ris from the Starry Pole. | 

Big with revengeful Schemes, Herſelf ſupplies 

The rapid Storm that bears her down the Skies. 

Unſeen, the Maid a thoufand Colours drew, 785 
As down her Bow, with winged Speed, ſhe flew : et 
And ſaw around the Tomb th* Aſſembly meet, 

The vacant Harbour, and neglected Fleet. 


Mean- 
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MzanTiME, retird within the lonely Shore, 
ANcHISES' Fate the Trojan Dames deplore; 
Caſt a long Look oer all the Flood, and weep 
To ſee the wide- extended watry Deep: 

Yet, muſt we yet, alas! new Labours try, 
More Seas, more Oceans? was the general Cry. 
Oh! grant a Town at laſt, ye gracious Gods | 


To Wretches harraſt with the Winds and Floods. 


"Twas, then their raging Sorrow to improve, 
Amid the Train ſhot Tris from above. 

Aſide, her Heav'nly Charms the Goddeſs threw, 
And like old Bzxoe ſtood in open View; 
(DoxvycLus' hoary Spouſe, a noble Dame, 
Fam'd' for her Off-ſpring and illuſtrious Name ;) 
And thus the Goddeſs fans the riſing Flame: 


Ah wretched Race, whom Heay'n forbade to fall 


By Grecian Swords, beneath our Native Wall! 
Toft round the Seas, o er every Region caſt, 
Oh! to wha. Fate are we reſerv'd at laſt! 
Now, fince Imperial Troy in Aſhes lay, 
Have Sev'n ſucceſſiye Summers rolbd away. 


799 
795 
8900 
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805 


Still to New Lands o'er Floods and Rocks we fly, 810. 


And fail, by every Star, in every Sky. 


So 


Book V. VIRGIL's ANEID. 223 


So long we chace, o'er all the boundleſs Main, 

The flying Coaſts of 1zaly in vain. 

Here o'er our Kindred Eryx fruitful Plains, 

The hoſpitable King, Aceſtes reigns: _ 7 
What, what forbids our wand'ring Trojan Bands, 

To raiſe a City in theſe F riendly Lands ? 

Ye Gods preſery'd from Hoſtile Flames in vain | 

Shall our dear Ilion never rife. again? 

A Second Simois ſhall we view no more, 820 
Or a new XFanthus,. on a foreign Shore. 

Riſe then, riſe All; aſſiſt, ye mournſul Dames, 

To ſet this Execrable Fleet in Flames. 

For late, Caſſandra ſeem'd to load my Hands, 8 
In Viſions of the Night, with blazing Brands: 825 
Seek Troy no more, ſhe ſaid: This deſtin'd Place 

Is the firſt Manſion of the Dardan Race. 

Fly, Fly we then, the Omen to compleat ; 

The glad Occaſion calls to fire the Fleet; 

Lo! where to Meptune four proud Altars riſe i: 830 
Lo! his own Fires the ready God fſupplics | 

She ſaid ; then ſeiz d a blazing Brand; and threw ; | 
Th'increaſing Flames amid the N avy flew. ; 
At the bold Deed, with deep: Surprize amaz d, 

The Dames all wond'ring on the Goddeſs gaz d. 835 


At 
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At laſt, the Nurſe of Priam Offspring broke 
The general Silence, and the Train beſpoke: 
This was no Bzxoe whom we faw appear, 

But ſome bright Goddeſs from th' Ethereal Sphere. 
Mark her Majeſtic Port: her Voice Divine 840 
er all her Form what Starry Splendors ſhine | 

She darts a Glance Immortal from her Eyes, 
_— Breathes, looks and moves, a Siſter of the Skics | 
| Boe I left in Anguith, who repin'd, 
| 3 Shut from the Rites, and to her Couch conſin d. 845 


„ Tu Matrons, now by Doubts and Fears impell d, 
1 Firſt with malignant Eyes the Fleet beheld ; 
* In Choice ſuſpended for a Space they ſtand, 
*» Between the promis'd and the preſent Land : 
| When, ſmooth on levell'd Wings, the Goddeſs flies, 8 50 
And cuts a mighty Bow along the Skies. 
Struck at the wond'rous Sight, the ſhrieking Dames, 
From the bright Altars ſnatch the Sacred Flames ; 
Bring Leaves and wither” d Branches 1n their Hands 
Jo feed the Fires; and hurl the blazing Brands. 855 
Fierce thro! the Ships, the Decks, the crackling Oars, 


In all his Rage devouring Vultan roars: 


 * 
. 6 © 


And 
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And now EUu Tus to the Hoſt conveys 

The dreadful Tidings of the riſing Blaze. 

The Crouds grow pale; they look behind, and ſpy 360 
A Cloud of Cinders dark'ning all the Sky. 

And firſt AscA Nis, as he led the Band, 

_ Powr'd or the Plain, impetuous, to the Strand; 

Nor can his panting Guardians check the Speed 
Of the young Heroe, and his fiery Steed : 
Oh | what curſt Rage is this, ye wretched Dames? 865 
To what dire Purpoſe fly theſe fatal Flames ? 


Behold, your own As caniv s---you deſtroy 
No Argive Navy, but the Hopes of Troy. 


Wir n that he threw his Helmet on the Shore, 3 70 
In which he led his youthful Bands before. 
Next came Zxu as, and the Trojan Hoſt. 
Th' affrighted Dames, difperfing oer the Coaſt, 

To Woods and hollow Caverns take their Flight, 
Repent their Crime, and hate the golden Light: 875 
With alter'd Minds their Kindred they confeft, 
And the fierce Goddeſs fled from every Breaſt. 


Nor ſo the furious Flames; they fpread the more ; 
And, high in Air, with Rage redoubled roa. 


G g Cloſe 


a 9 


<2 „* 
3 


226 N VIR GIL's ENEID. Book V. 


Cloſe in the Cordage works the ſullen Fire, 880 
And thro the Ribs the heavy Smokes expire. 
Within the Keel the ſubtle Vapours lye; 

Thence the contagious Flames thro' all the Veſſel fly. 
The lab'ring Heroes toil with' fruitleſs Pain, 

And guſhing Floods on Floods are pour'd in vain, 885 i 


The Prince then tore his Robes in deep Deſpair, 
| Rais'd high his Hands; and thus addreſt his Pray'r ; 


Great Jove| if One of all the Trojan State, 
Lives yet exempt from thy Immortal Hate ; 
Oh! if thy Sacred Eyes with wonted Grace 890 


Behold the miſerable Mortal Race; 


Suppreſs theſe Fires; forbid them to deſtroy ; 

And ſnatch from Death the poor Remains of Tray / 
Or if my Crimes, Almighty Sire, demand | 

The laſt, laſt Vengeance of thy dreadful Hand, 895 
On Me, on Me alone that Vengeance ſhed, 
And with thy levell'd Thunders ſtrike me dead! 
Scarce had he faid, when oer the Navy pours 
A ſudden gloomy Cloud in rattling Show'rs ; 
Black with the Southern Winds the Tempeſt flies, goo 
And in a Moment burſts from all the Skies 

In ſluicy Sheets and Deluges of Rain; 

And the loud Thunders ſhook the Mountain and the Plain. 


Fierce 
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Fierce o'er the Ships the Waters took their. Way ; „ 
And, quench'd in Floods, the hifling Timbers lay. 905 


Four Gallies loſt; at length the Flames retire, 
And all the Remnant Fleet eſcap'd the raging Fire. 


MANTIME the Heroe by the Loſs oppreſt, 
With various Cares, that rack d his lab' ring Breaſt, 
If ſtill to ſeek the Latian, Realm debates, 910 
Or here to fix, forgetful of the Fates. 
Then NauTzs, fam'd for Wiſdom and for Age, 
(For PALLAS taught the Venerable Sage, 
What great Events the Fates and Gods ordain ;) 
Beſpoke the Chief, and thus reliev'd his Pain; 915 
"Tis beſt, IIluſtrious Heroe, to obey, | 
And ſtill purſue where Fortune leads the Way; 
By Patience to retrieve our hapleſs State, 
And riſe Superior to the Strokes of Fate. 
Let great AckEs TES in your Counſels join, 920 
Your Royal Friend, of 7roy's Immortal Line. 5 
Your Veſſels loſt; thoſe Numbers who remain, 
A timorous, weak, unneceſſary Train, 
The hoary Sires and Dames, unfit to bear 5 : | 4 
The Perils of the Sea or Toils of War, 925 7 


| Select; and truſt to his Paternal Care. 
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'In the dark Horrors and the Depths of Hell, 


The weary Wretches here their Walls may frame, 


And call their City by the Monarch's Name. 


The Prince approv'd th' Advice his Friend addreſt, 
But ſtill a thouſand Cares diſtract his lab ring Breaſt.g 30 


Now o'er the Solemn Skies devoid of Light, 
High in her Sable Chariot rode the Night; 
When to the Godlike Heroe, from the Pole 
Deſcends, and ſpeaks his mighty Father's Soul : 


My Son! in all the Fates of 7roy approv'd, 935 
Whom, while I liv'd, beyond my Life I lov'd ; 
Lo! I am ſent by Heav'ns Almighty Sire, - 
Who from thy. Navy bade the Flames retire. 
The prudent Counfel of thy Friend Obey, 
Take, with the braveſt Youths, the dangerous Way : 940 
With theſe fair LaTiuM ſhalt thou reach and. there 
Wage with a rugged Race a dreadful War. 
Yet firſt my Son to PLuTo's Regions go, 
And meet thy Father in the Realms below; 
For know, my Spirit was not doom'd to dwell 94 5 


But, with the pious bleſt Aſſembly reigns, 
In all the Pleaſures: of th F/yfan Plains. 
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But thou the Blood of Sable Victims ſhed ; 

Then ſhall the $:4y! guide thee. to the Dead. 950 
There ſhall thou know what Town the Fates aſſign, 
With the long Glories of thy future Line. 

And now Farewell; the Night ſlides ſwift away 
I feel from far the Morning's painful Ray; | 
And ſhrink, and ſicken at the Beams of Day. 955 | 
He faid, and lo! that Moment from his Eyes, 

Like a thin Smoke, difloly'd into the Skies. 


Vanisnu'p fo ſoon! where, whither art thou gone ? 
Why, why retires my Father from his Son ? N 
What | not one laſt Embrace? The Prince exclaims: 960 
Then to new Life he wakes the ſlumb' ring Flames; 
And hoary VEST and the Trojan Powers, 

What ſacred Gifts and ſuppliant Vows adores. . 

Strait the whole Scene before his Friends he lays, 

But chief the Viſion to the King diſplays ; 965 
Unfolds the Meſſage ſent from Heav'n above, 

His Father's Counſel, and the will IoVE. 

His Friends approve the Heroc's new Deſigns, 

And in the Taſk the good Aceſtes joins. | 

To the new Town the Matrons they aſſign'd, 970 
And leave the willing Vulgar Crowds behind; 

Soul 
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Souls, that no Hopes of future Praiſe inflame, 
Cold and inſenſible to glorious Fame. 
With Speed the half-burn'd Veſſels they repair, 


Provide, new Cordage Decks, and Oars with Care; 975 


A ſlender Band, but eager All for War. 

The Prince then drew a City on the Plain ; 
Next he aſſign'd the Dwellings to the Train. 
Now a new lion in Trinacria roſe, 

And a new Simois and Scamander flows. 
Well-pleas'd Aceſtes took the Sov'reign Sway; 
Th'adopted Subjects their new Prince obey. 

The King conven'd the Peers around, and fate 
To frame new Laws, and regulate the State. 
To Vinus' Name they bid a Temple riſe 
From Exyx* Top, high tow'ring to the Skies: 
And next a Prieſt and ample Grove were made, 
For ever Sacred to Anchiſes Shade. 

Now nine whole Days in ſolemn Feaſt had paſt ; 


When gentle Breezes ſmooth'd the Floods at laſt : 


The Southern-Winds invite their Sails and Oars ; 
Then Cries and Skrieks reſound along the Shoars. 
In long, long Tenderneſs they ſpend the Day, 
In cloſe Embraces waſte the Night away. 


- 
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Now all the Wretches, een the Female Train 
Who fear'd fo late the Dangers of the Main, 
And ſhrunk, the rolling Ocean to ſurvey, 

All wiſh to take the long laboriours way. 

The melting Heroe ſooths their wild Deſpair, 
And, weeps and gives them to the Monarch's Care. 1000 


995 


Three Heifers next to Eryx* Name he pays, | 
A Lamb to every Storm the Heroe lays, 
Unmoors his Fleet, and every Sail diſplays. ) 


Crown'd with a graceful Olive Wreath he ſtands 
High on the Prow ; a Charger in his Hands ; 100 5 
Hurls the fat Entrails o'er the foamy Brine, 

And ſtains the falver Waves with ſable Wine. 

Freſh riſe the proſp rous Gales; the Sailors ſweep, 

And daſh with equal Strokes the roaring Deep. 

Mr anTime the Queen of Love, with Cares opprelt, 1010 
The mighty Father of the Floods addrelt : 

Imperious Juno's unrelenting Hate 

To the poor Relicks of the Trojan State, 

(Which no Decrees of Jove or Fate reſtrain, 

Nor Length of Years, nor Vows preferr'd in vain,) 1o15 
Compells a Sifter Goddeſs to repair, 

To Thee, Great Meptume, with a ſuppliant's Pray r. 


For 


| 
| 
N 
| 
10 
5 
* 
} 
f 
13 
\ 1 
| - 
0 1 
{ 14 
i 
bl 
U. 
1 
15 
N LE 
T3 
U 
i 
4 \ 
4 
4 
i 
2 
4 
| 
4 
14 
4 
1 
F 1 
: 
1 
4 
| 
i 
i 
U 
1 
1} 
A 
, 
\ 
| 
: 


232 VIRGILs N E I'D. Boox V. 
For Rage like Her's, twas little to deſtroy, 

Fair Afa's' Pride, th Imperial Town of Troy | 

>T'was not enough, her wand'ring Natives know 1020 
All Forms and all Varieties of Woe! 

But oh] her groundleſs Vengeance would efface, 

Ev'n the laſt Relicks of the periſh'd Race 

Thou, thou canſt witneſs, Ocean's mighty God | 

With what dire Storms ſhe J11ſh'd the Libyan Flood; 1025 
When, arm'd with all th' alian Winds in vain, 
Earth, Air and Heav'n, ſhe mingled with the Main, > 
And rais d fuch Tumults in thy watry Reign. = 
Vet, ſtill more Shameful l now her Arts inſpire 

The Trojan Dames to wrap the Ships in Fire; 1030 
And urge my Son, to leave his Social Band | 

(His Fleet half-ruin'd) in a Foreign Land. 

But oh! I beg for thoſe, who yet remain, 

A peaceful Voyage to the Latian Plain; 

A Suppliant Goddeſs begs for Nothing more 1035 
Then thoſe ſame Realms the Fates aſſign'd before 


Tiis Yours reply'd the Monarch of the Main, 


_ Yours to command in this our watry Reign; 
Since from the Sacred Ocean firſt you came, 


Since Our Deſerts * Confidence may claim; 1040 
Oft 
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Oft for your Son I bade the Whirlwinds ceaſe ; 
I huſh'd the Roarings of the Floods to Peace; 
And Stuois can atteſt and Xanthus Stream, 
By Land my Guardian Care was ſtill the Same. 
When, fierce AchHIL LES, furious to deſtroy, 1045 
Drove to their Walls the trembling Sons of Troy : 
Beneath his vengeful Spear when Thouſands bled, 
When the choak'd Rivers groan'd with Loads of Dead; 
When Xaxrauvs' Flood, incumber'd with the. Slain, 
Scarce roll'd his ſtruggling Billows to the Main; 1050 
Your Son oppos'd him, with unequal Might 
And far inferior Gods, in ſingle Fight: | 
Inſtant I ſnatch'd him from the deathful Fray, 
And in a Cloud convey'd the Chief away. 
Ev'n then I ſavd the Warrior, when with Joy 1055 
I wiſh'd and wrought the Fall of perjur'd Troy: 

And ftill will ave him--- he ſhall plow the Sea, 
And to Avernus Port direct his Way. 
On the wild Floods ſhall only One be loft, 2 
One ſingle Wretch atone for all the Hoſt! 1060+ 


Tuus when the God had ſooth'd her anxious Mind, 
His finny Courſers to the Car he joyn'd ; 
Hh | Next 
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Next to their fiery Mouths the Bits apply'd, ] 
And, while the Wheels along the Level glide, 

He throws up all the Reins, and skims the floating Tide. 1065 | 
The Flood ſubſides and ſpreads a glaſſy Plain, 

And the loud Chariot thunders o'er. the Main; 

The Clouds before the mighty Monarch fly 

In Heaps, and ſcatter thro' the boundleſs Sky : 

A thouſand Forms attend the glorious God, 1070 
Enormous Whales and Monſters of the Flood: 

Here the long Train of hoary GLA cus rides; 

Here the fwift TRITOxs ſhoot along the Tides; 

There rode Paizmon oer the watry Plain, N 
With aged PHorcvus and his Azure Train; 10757 
And beauteous THñETIS led the Daughters of the Main. 


EN EAS view'd the Scene; and hence arofe 
A Beam of Joy to diſſipate his Woes. 
Inſtant he gives Command to ſtretch the Sails, 
To rear the Maſt and catch the ſpringing Gales. 1080 
Strait the glad Train the ſpacious Sheet unbind, 
And ftretch the Canvaſs to the driving Wind. 
1 Old Patinvuss the firſt the Navy guides; 
1 I The reſt obedicnt follow thro' the Tides. 
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No v half the Night thro' Heav'n had roll'd away, 1085 
The Sailors ſtretch d along their Benches lay, 
When thro' the parting Vapour ſwiftly flies 
The God of Slumbers from th' Etherial Skies. 
To thee, poor PALINURE, he came, and ſhed 
A fatal Sleep on thy devoted Head! 1090 
High on the Stern his filent Stand he took 
In PHorBas' Shape; and thus the Phantom ſpoke : 
Behold, the Fleet, my Friend, ſecurely fails, 
Steer'd by the Floods and wafted by the Gales ! 
Now ſteal a Moment's Reſt ; myſelf will guide 1095 
Awhile the Veſſel o'er the floating Tide. 
To whom the careful Paiinurs replies, 
While ſcarce he rais'd his heavy cloſing Eyes: 
Me wouldſt thou urge in Sleep to fink away ? 
And fondly credit ſuch a flatt'ring Sea? 100 
Too well, my Friend, I know the treach'rous Main 
Too well to tempt the Monſter's Smiles again 
Too oft 'deceiv'd by ſuch a Calm before, 
I truſt my Maſter to the Winds no more. 
This faid, he'graſp'd the Helm, and fixt his Eyes r 
On every guiding Star that gilds the Skies. 
Then o'er his Temples ſhook the wrathful God 
A Nn. deep-drench'd in Lerhe's ſilent Flood. 

H h 2 The 
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The potent Charm the Dews of Slumber ſteep, 

And ſoon weigh down his ſwimming Eyes to Sleep. 1110 
| Scarce yet his languid Limbs had ſunk away, 

When o'er the Wretch the God incumbent lay, 

And, with a ſhatter'd F ragment of the Ship, 

Bore down the Helm and Pilot to the Deep ; 
Headlong he tumbles in the flaſhing Main, 1115 
And calls for Succour to his Friends in vain. 

Swift from the Stern the Traytor Phantom flies, 

And with ſpread Pinions mounts the Golden Skies; ; 

Yet ſmooth along the Flood the Navy rode, 

Safe in the Promiſe of the watry God. 1120 
Now they approach'd the Siren“ dangerous Coaſt, 

Once rough, and infamous for Veſſels loſt. 

Huge Heaps of Bones fill whiten all the Shore; 

And, daſh'd from Rock to Rock, the foamy Billows roar. 
The watchful Prince th'endanger'd Galley found, 1125 
Without a Pilot, ſtrike on ſhoaly Ground ; 

Himſelf then took the Taſk, by Night to guide 

The wand'ring Veſſel o'er the rolling Tide: 

O dear lamented Friend! (the Heroe cries,) 3 4 
For Faith repos d e e and skies, „ 
Caſt on a foreign Shore thy naked Body lies! 1131 


The End of the Fifth Boos. 
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Sixth Book of the Æ MEI D. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Sibyl foretells Eneas the Adventures he ſhould meet with in 
Italy. She attends him to Hell, deſcribing to him the various 
Scenes of that Place, and conducting him to his Father Anchiſes, 
who inſtrufts him in thoſe ſublime Myſteries of the Soul of the 

' World, and the 7 ranſmgration; and ſhews him that glorious 
Race of Heroes, which was to deſcend from him and his Poſterity. 


75) Us while he wept; with flying Sails and Oars 
Il 1 The Navy reach'd the fair Cumæan Shores. 
he circling Anchors here the Fleet detain, 
KK All rang'd beſide the Margin of the Main. 
With eager Tranſport fir d, the Trojan Bang 5 

Leap from the Ships to gain th' Heſperian Land. 
| Some 
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Some ſtrike from Flints the ſparkling Seeds of Flame, 
Some ſtorm the Coverts of the Savage Game z 
To feed the Fires, unroot the ſtanding Woods, 
And ſhow with Joy the new-diſcover'd Floods. - 10 
To Phebus Fane the Heroe paſt along, 
And thoſe dark Caverns where the Si5y/ ſurig 
There, as the God enlarg'd her Soul, ſhe fate, 
And open'd all the deep Decrees of Fate. 
The Train with Reverence enter, and behold 15 
Chaſt FTxrvia's Grove, and Temple roof d with Gold; 
A Structure rais d by Dpa us, (tis ſaid) 
When from the Cretan King's Revenge he fled. 
on Wings to Northern Climes he dar'd to ſoar, 
Through Airy Ways unknown to Man before ; 20 
Full many a Length of Sky and Ocean paſt, 
On Cs ſacred Tow'rs he ſtoop'd at laſt. 
Then hung to Phebus, in the ſtrange Abode, ? 
The Wings that ſteer d him thro' the liquid Road, 
And rais d the pompous Pile in Honour of the God. 25 
The matchleſs Artiſt, on the lofty Gate, 
Engravd Ax DROG EOS memorable Fate: 
And here by Lot fad. Athens yearly paid 
Sev'n hapleſs. Youths, to ſooth his angry Shade. 


Here 
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Here ſtood the fatal Urn; and there with Pride 30 
Fair Crete roſe tow'ring on the filver Tide. 

There too the Father of the Herds was ſeen, 

Who quench'd the Paſſion of the luſtful Queen; 

Their Birth, a Beaſt below, a Man above, 

The mingled Offspring of prepoſt'rous Love | 35 
There ſtood the winding Pile, whoſe Mazes run 

Round within Round, and end where they begun. 

But when the pitying DE DAL us ſurvey'd 

The hopeleſs Paſſion of the T Royal Maid, 

He led her TRE SEUS through the puzzling Ways, 40 
Safe with a Clue, and open d every Maze. 

Thou too, poor Icarus! hadſt borne a Part, 
Had Grief not check d him in thy Parent's Art! 
He thrice eſſay d the mournful Task in vain ; 
Thrice ſhook his Hand, and drop'd the Task again. 45- 


Tus had they gaz d o'er all the coſtly Frame, 
When lo! AchHArzs from the Temple came: 
With him the Prieſteſs, the Prophetic Maid, 

And to the Trojan Heroe thus ſhe faid : 


 Hence-—gaze no more; Sev'n choſen Sheep with Speed, 30 
Sev'n Steers, unconſcious of the Voke, muſt bleed. 


She 
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She ſpoke; the Crouds obey ; within the Fane 
The Prieſteſs calls the wond'ring Trojan Train. 
Scoop'd thro' the Rock, in mighty Depth diſplay d, 
Lies the dark Cavern of the Sacred Maid; 5 5 
Thro' all the Hundred Portals ruſh abroad 
The Siby/s Voice and Anſwers of the God. 
Scarce at the Cell arriv'd-—invoke the Skies, 
I feel the God, the ruſhing God ! ſhe cries. 
While yet ſhe ſpoke, enlarg'd her Features grew, 60 
Her Colour chang d, her Locks diſhevel'd flew. 
The heav'nly Tumult reigns in every Part, 
Pants in her Breaſt, and ſwells her riſing Heart: 
Still ſpreading to the Sight, the $i4y/ glow d, 

And heav'd impatient of th incumbent God. 06 
Then to her inmoſt Soul by Phebus fir d, 
In more than human Sounds ſhe ſpoke inſpir'd : 
Still, doſt thou ſtill delay? thy Voice employ 
In ardent Vows, illuſtrious Prince of Troy / 
Thy Pray'rs, thy urgent Pray'rs muſt wide diſplay 70 
Theſe awful Portals to the Light of Day. | 
She ſaid; the Trojans ſhook with holy Fear, 

C And thus the ſuppliant Prince preferr'd his Prayr: 


Hzas, 
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Hz AR, Phebus, gracious God | whoſe Aid Divine 
So oft has ſav'd the wretched T79jan Line, 75 
And wing'd the Shaft from Paris' Phrygian Bow, 

The Shaft that laid the great AchIL LES low. 

Led by thy Guardian Care, Secure I paſt 

Thro' many a Realm, and rang'd the watry Waſte ; 
Trod the wild Regions where the 8YRT Es lie, 80 
And Lands that ſtretch beneath a different Sky. 

At length the Coaſt of Italy we gain, 

The flying Coaſt, ſo long purſu'd in vain. 

" ill now, to every R 2alm our Courſe we bent, 

And IL1on's Fate purſu'd us where we went. ==> s 
Now all ye Pow'rs, Confederate to deſtroy 

The glorious Empire and the Tow'rs of Troy, 

*Tis Time to bid your wrathful Vengeance ceaſe, 

To bid her poor Remains repoſe in Peace. 

And thou, great Prieſteſs! to whoſe piercing Eye 90 
Diſclos'd the Scenes of future Ages lie ; 

Since all my Cares and Labours but explore 

An Empire promis'd by the Fates before, 

Give me to fix in Latium's fair Abodes 

The Sons of Troy, and reſt her wand ring Gods: 95 
| Ii | Then 


1 
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Then ſhall my Hands a glorious Temple frame 
| To mighty Diax and her Brother's Name; 

And ſolemn Days to Phebus Fil decree, 

And in my Realms fhall Temples riſe to Thee. 

There all thy myſtic Numbers will I place, 100 
With all the Fortunes of the Trojan Race. 

By choſen Sages guarded, there {hall lie 

The Records, Sacred from the Vulgar Eye. 

Nor be my Fates to flitting Leaves conſign d, 

To fly the common Sport of every Wind 105 
But thou, even thou, great Propheteſs | relate 

In Vocal Accents all my future Fate. 


Now in her Cavern raves. the Maid, oppreſt 

By Phebus raging in her heaving Breaſt; 

She ftruggles to diſcharge th Immortal Load, 110 
And raves and bounds, impatient of the God: 

Her foamy Mouth attentive to controul, 

He forms her Organs and commands her Soul. 

Then (all the Hundred Doors diſplay d to View, 
Thro' every Vent the Sacred Accents. flew : 446 


By Sea, O Prince | are all thy Perils. o'er, 
But. far, far greater wait Thee on the Shore. 


Diſmiſs 


Diſmiſs thy Doubts; to Latium's deſtin'd Plain 
Troy's Sons ſhall come, but wiſh to fly again. 
Wars, horrid Wars I ſee on Tyber's Shore; 

And all his Waves run thick with human Gore! 
SCAMANDER ſhalt thou find, and SiMors there, 
And Greece ſhall Arm /a ſecond Hoſt for War. 
A new ACHILLES riſes to the Fight; 

Him too a pregnant Goddeſs brings to Light : 
And Heav'n's great Queen, with unrelenting Hate, 
Still, as of old, purſues the Trojan State. 

Once more the Woes of Troy derive their Cauſe 
From a new Breach of Hoſpitable Laws ; 

And ſhe muſt bleed again as late ſhe bled, 

For a Rapt Princeſs and a Foreign Bed. 

How ſhalt thou rove, new Succours to implore, 
From every Court along the Latian Shore 

But thou, more bold, the more thy Fates oppoſe, 
Advance, great Prince, Superior to thy Woes. 

Thy firſt fair Hopes of Safety and Succels, 
Beyond thy foadeſt Wiſh, ſhall rife from Greece. 


Tavs ſpoke the Siby/ from her dark Abode 
The dread myſterious Anſwers of the God; 
The wond'rous T ruths, involy'd in Riddles, gave, 
And, furious, bellow'd round the gloomy Cave. 


f — 
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AyroLLo ſhook his Rod; poſſeſt Her Whole, 

Pour'd in his Fires, and rein'd her raging Soul. 

At length the fierce Etherial Tranſports ceaſe, 

And all the Heavenly Fury funk in Peace. 145 


Wu thus the Chief-—O Sacred Dame! I know 
Too well already my predeſtin'd Woe; 
. But grant my Pray'r |---Since here, as Fame relates, 
Lies the dread Road to PiuTo's gloomy Gates; 
Where baleful Acnztron ſpreads, far and wide, 150 
His livid, melancholy, murmuring Tide; 
_ Unfold theſe Portals, and thy Suppliant lead 

Down to the dark Dominions of the Dead : 

Give me to view my Father's Reverend Face, \ 
And ruſh with Tranſport to his dear Embracel 155 
Him through embattled Armies I convey'd, 

While Javelins hiſt, and Flames around me Pr d. 

He ſhar d my Toils, determin'd to defy 

The Storms of every Sea and every Sky ; 


In Hardſhips, Cares and Dangers to engage ; oy 60 
Nor ſpar d his ſtooping Venerable Age. 

3 Yet more---He bade me to thy Cell repair, 

| And ſeek thy Potent Aid with Suppliant Pray'r: 


_ —_—_ Oh! 
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Oh ! hear our joint Requeſt, our juſt Deſire ; 

And guide the Son, in Pity to the Sire. 165 
Your's is the Pow'r, for HzcaTe beſtow'd 

On you the Rule of this Infernal Wood. 

If Oxynzus by his Lyre's enchanting Strain 

Could call his Conſort from the Shades again ; 

If Por Tux dy'd alternate, to convey 170] 
His ranſom'd Brother to the Realms of Day, 

And trod ſo oft the ſame Infernal Way? 

Why ſhould I Tazszus, why AL ci Es name, 

Each Heroe ſprung but from a Mortal Dame? 
To Hell thoſe Chiefs deſcended from above: 17 5 

I claim a juſter Right; for I can prove | 

My Birth from Venus; my Deſcent from Jo vx. 


THEN to the Trojan Heroe, as he pray'd 
And graſp'd the Altars, ſpoke the Sacred Maid: 


O glorious Prince | of brave Ax cHISs ES Line, 180 
Great, Godlike Heroe, ſprung from Seed Divine! 
Smooth lies the Road to PLuTo's gloomy Shade; 
And Hell's black Gates for ever ſtand difplay'd : 

But 'tis a long unconquerable Pain, 
To climb to theſe Etherial Realms again. 185 
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Twice the dire Scygian Stream to meaſure o'er, 


Firſt, take my Counſel , then ſecurely go ; 


The choice ſelected Few, whom fay'ring J OVE, 

Or ardent Virtue raisd to Heav'n above, 

From theſe dark Realms emerg'd again to Day ; 

The mighty Sons of Gods l and only they | 

The frightful Entrance lies perplex d with Woods, 190 
Inclos d with fad Cacytus ſullen Floods. 

But fince you long to paſs the Realms beneath, 

The dreadful Realms of Darkneſs and of Death, 


And twice the black Tartarean Gulf explore: 195 


A mighty Tree, that bears a Golden Bough, 

Grows in a Vale ſurrounded with a Grove, 

And Sacred to the Queen of Szygiarr Jo vx. 

Her Neather World no Mortals can behold, 200 
Till from the Bole they ſtrip the blooming Gold. 

The mighty Queen requires this Gift alone, 

And claims the ſhining Wonder for her Own. 

One pluck'd away, a Second Branch you ſee 

Shoot forth in Gold, and glitter through the Tree. 205 
Go then; with Care erect thy ſearching Eyes, 

And in proud Triumph ſeize the glorious Prize. 


Thy purpos'd Journey if the Fates allow, 
Free to thy Touch ſhall bend the coſtly Bough. 
If 
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If not; the Tree will mortal Strength difdain; 210 
And Steel ſhall hew the glitt ring Branch in vain. 
Beſides, while here my Counſel you implore, 

Your breathleſs Friend, unburied on the Shore, 

(Ah ! haplefs Warrior! in thy Abſence loſt) 

The Camp unhallows, and pollutes the Hoſt. 275 
Firſt let his cold Remains in Earth be laid, 

And decent in the Grave diſpoſe the Dead. 

The due Luſtration next perform, and bring 

The fable Victims for the Scygian King. 

Then to the Realms of Hell ſhalt thou repair, 220 
Untrod by thoſe who breath the vital Air. | 


SHE ceas d; the mournful Prince returns with Sighs : 
On Earth the drooping Heroe fix'd his Eyes. 
Deep in his melancholy Thoughts he weigh'd 
The dire Event, and all the Si“ faid ; 225 
While at his Side the good Ac Har Es ſhares 
The Warrior's Anguiſh, and divides his Cares. 

Oft they divin'd in vain, what hapleſs Friend 
Dead and expos'd, her dubious Words intend. 
But when arriv'd, amid the crowded Strand 230 
They faw Misznus ſtretch'd along the Sand; 
—— 


The 
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The. great Mis ENUs, of Celeſtial Kind; 
Sprung from the mighty Monarch of the Wind; 
Whoſe Trump, with. noble Clangors, fir d from far 


* embattled Hoſts, and blew the Flames of War. 


By HRO or's Side with unreſiſted Might 


His Javelin rag'd ; his Trumpet rouz'd the Fight. 


But when that Heroe on the Phrygian Plain 
By ſtern PeLIiDES thund'ring Arm was ſlain, 
He follow'd next EN EAS conqu'ring Sword, 
As brave a Warrior as his former Lord. 


But while the daring Mortal o'er the Flood 


Rais d his high Nctes, and challeng d every God, 


With Envy Triton heard the noble Strain, 
And whelm'd the bold Muſician in the Main. 

| Around the Body ſtood the mournful Hoſt, 
But his great Maſter wept, and ſuffer'd moſt. 
The ſorrowing Troops the Si&y/s Words obey, 
And to the lofty Foreſt bend their Way, 

To bid the proud Funereal Pyre ariſe, 

And build the Solemn Structure to the Skies. 

Then fled the, Savage from his dark Abode ; 
The well-ply'd Axes echo thro the Wood. 

The piercing Wedges cleave the crackling Oak; 
Loud groan the Trees and fink at every Stroke. 


235 
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The tall Aſh tumbles- from the Mountain's Crown; 

Th Atrial Elms come cruſhing Headlong down. 

Firſt of the Train, the Prince, with thund'ring Sound, 

Whirl'd his huge Ax, and ſpread the Ruin round. 

Then as the mighty Foreſt he ſurvey'd, 260 

O'erwhelm'd with Care the Thoughtful Heroe pray d: 

Oh ! in this ample Grove could I behold 

The Tree that blooms with Vegetable Gold! 

Since Truth inſpir d each Word the 813 vL ſaid ; 

Too truly ſhe pronounc'd Mis NS Dead! 265 

While yet he ſpoke, two Doves before him flew : 

His Mother's Birds the Chief with ; Tranſport knew; 

Then, as they ſettled on the verdant Plain, 

The joyful Heroe pray d, nor pray d in vain: 

Be you my Guides thro Airy Tracks above, 270 

And lead my Footſteps to the fatal Grove 3 

Point out the Road (if any can be found,) 

Where the rich Bough O er- ſpreads the Sacred Ground 

With checquer'd Darkneſs pierc'd by Golden Rays, 

And darts at once a Shadow and a Blaze : 275 

Thou too, O Goddeſs Mother ! lead me on, 

| Unfold theſe Wonders, and relieve thy Son. 

This ſaid, he ftop'd ; but ſtill his eager Sight 

Watch'd every Motion, and obſerv'd their Flight. 
K k . 9 By 
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By Turns they feed, by Turns they gently fly; 280 
Th' advancing Chief ſtill follows with his Eye. 

Arriv'd at length, where, breathing to the Skies, 

Blue Clouds of Poiſon from AvEAKNUus rife, 

Swift from the Deathful Blaſt at once they fpring, 
Cut the light Air, and ſhoot upon the Wing; 285 
Then on the wondrous Tree the Doves alight, 

Where ſhines the fatal Bough, Divinely bright, 

That, gilding all the Leaves with glancing Beams, 
Strikes through the Sullen Shade with Golden Gleams : 
As when bleak Winter binds the frozen Skies, 290 
Puſh'd from the Oak her foreign Honours riſe ; 

The lofty Trunk th'adopted Branches crown, 

Grac'd with a + yellow Offspring not her own : 

So with bright Beams, all beauteous to behold, 

Glow'd on the duſky Tree the blooming Gold ; 295 
The blooming Gold, by every Breath inclin'd, 

Flam'd as it wav'd, and tinckled in the Wind. 

The Chief with Tranſport firipp'd the branching Oar, 
And the rich * to the 8181 bore. 


an e ie Strand, with Tears che Trojans paid 300 
The laſt fad Honours to Misznus' Shade: 
5 
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With cloven Oaks and unctuous Pines, they rear 
A ſtately Solemn Pile aloft in Air. 

With fable Wreaths they deck the Sides around, - | 
The ſpreading Front with baleful Cypreſs bound, 30 i 
And with his Arms the tow'ring Structure crown d. J 
Some the huge Cauldron fill; the foaming Stream 
Mounts, hiſſes, boils and bubbles o'er the Brim. 

With Groans the Train anoint and bathe the Dead, I 
O'er the cold Limbs his Purple Garment ſpread, 310+ 
And place him decent on the Funeral Bed 3 ö 
While theſe ſupport the Bier, and in their Hands, 
With Looks averted, hold the flaming Bands: 
The Rite of old Rich Incenſe loads the Pyre, 
And Oyls and ſlaughter'd Victims feed the Fire. 
Soon as the Pyle, fubfiding, flames no more, 
With Wine the ſmoaking Heap they ſprinkled o'er: 
Then CHORINAR US took the Charge, to place 
The Bones ſelected in a Brazen Vaſe : 

A verdent -Branch of Olive in his Hands, 320 
He mov'd around, and purified the Bands; 

Slow as he paſt, the Luſtral Waters ſhed, 

Then clos'd the Rites, and thrice invok'd the Dead. 


318 
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Tr1s done; to folemnize the Warrior's Doom, 
The pious Heroe rais'd a lofty Tomb; . 3 25 
The tow'ring Top his well-known Enſigns bore, 
The once- loud Trumpet and the tapering Oar : 
Beneath the Mountain roſe the mighty Frame, 
That bears, from Age to Age, Misxnus Name. 


Tarzs8s Rites diſcharg d; the 55% to obey, 330 
Swift from the Tomb the Heroe bends his Way. 
Deep, deep, a Cavern lies, devoid of Light, 

All rough with Rocks, and horrible to Sight ; 
The gaping Gulph inclos'd with Sable Floods, 
And the brown Horrors of ſurrounding Woods. 335 
From her black Jaws ſuch baleful Vapours riſe, 
Blot the bright Day, and blaſt the golden Skies, 
That not a Bird can ſtretch her Pinions there 
Through the thick Poiſons and incumber'd Air: 
| Ofertook by Death her flagging Pinions ceaſe, 340 
And hence A6znus was it call'd by Greece. 
Hither the Prieſteſs four black Heifers led, 
Between their Horns the hallow'd Wine ſhe ſhed ; 
5 From their high Front the Topmoſt Hairs ſhe drew, 
And in the Flames the firſt Oblations threw. 345 
Then 
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Then calls on potent HEAT E, renown'd 

In Heay'n above, and Erebus profound. 

The Victims next th' Attendants kill'd, and ſtood 
With ample Chargers, to receive the Blood. 

To Earth and Night a Lamb of Sable Hue, 350 
With ſolemn Rites, the pious Heroe ſlew. 

Next, by the Knife a barren Heifer fell 

To great Prxxvrnox, the Queen of Hell. 

Then to her Lord, Infernal Jo vx, he paid 

A large Oblation in the gloomy Shade 355 
And Oyls amid the burning Entrails pour'd, 
While ſlaughter' d Bulls the Sacred Flames devour'd. 
When lo! by dawning ; Day, with dreadful Sound, 
Beneath their Footſteps groans the heaving Ground; 5 
The Groves all wave; the Foreſts tremble round. 360 
Pale HE CAT E forfook the Neather Sky, 

And howling Dogs proclaim'd the Goddeſs nigh. 

Fly, ye Prophane! O fly! and far remove 
(Exclaims the Prieſteſs) from the Sacred Grove : 

And thou, ENEAS, draw thy ſhining Steel, 365 
And boldly take the dreadful Road to Hell. | 
To the great Taſk thy Strength and Courage call, 
With all thy Pow'rs ; this Inſtant clauns them all. 


This 
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This faid ; ſhe plunges down the deep Deſcent ; | 
The Prince as boldly follow'd where ſhe went. 370 


Ys Subterraneous Gods | whoſe awful Sway 
The gliding Ghoſts and ſilent Shades obey ; 
O Chaos hoar | and PIEZGETHON profound! 
Whoſe ſolemn Empire ſtretches wide around; 
Give me, ye dread tremendous Pow'rs! to tell 
Of Scenes, and Wonders in the Depths of Hell; 
Give me your mighty Secrets to diſplay 
From thoſe black Realms of Darkneſs to the Day 


373. 


Now through the diſmal Gloom they paſs, and tread 
Grim Pi uTo's Courts, the Regions of the Dead; 380 
As puzzled Travellers benighted move, | 
(The Moon ſcarce glimmering thro' the duſky Grove) 
When Joys from mortal Eyes has ſnatch'd the Light, 
And wrap'd the World in undiſtinguiſh'd Night. 


A T Hell's dread Mouth a thouſand Monſters wait ; 385 
Grief weeps, and Vengeance bellows in the Gate: 
8 1 Baſe Want, low Fear, and Famine's lawleſs Rage, 
5 And pale Dy/eaſe, and flow repining Age, 


Fierce, 
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Fierce, formidable Fiends ] the Portal keep; 


With Pain, Toil, Death, and Dearh's Half-Brother Sleep. 390 


There, Joys, embitter d with Remorſe, appear; 
Daughters of Guilt Here ſtorms deſtructive War. 


Mad Diſcord there her ſnaky Treſſes tore; 

Here, ſtretch d on Iron Beds, the Furies roar 

Full in the midſt a ſpreading Elm diſplay' d 395 

His aged Arms, and caſt a mighty Shade. 

Each trembling Leaf with ſome light Viſion teems, 

And heaves impregnated with airy Dreams. 

With double Forms each Scylla took her Place 

In Hell's dark Entrance, with the Centaur Race; 400 

And, cloſe by LERNA“'s hiſſing Monſter, ſtands 

Brxiargus dreadful with a hundred Hands. 

There ſtern GERVON raged ; and, all around, 

Fierce Ha Rees ſcream'd| and direful Gox c ons frown'd: 

Here from CHIMAÆRA'Ss Jaws long Flames expire; 405 

And the huge Fiend was wrap'd in Smoak and Fire, 

Scar d at the Sight, his Sword the Heroe drew 

At the grim Monſters, as they roſe to View. 

His Guide then warn'd him, not to wage the War 

With thin light Forms and Images of Air ; 410 

Elſe had he ruſh'd amid th' impaſſive Train, 

And madly ſtruck at empty Shades in vain. 
5 From | 
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From hence a dark uncomfortable Road 
Leads to dread AchRRO NVS Tartarean Flood, _ 
Whoſe furious Whirl-pools boil on every Side, 415 
And in Cocrrus pour the roaring Tide * 
All ſtain'd with Ooze, and black with riſing Sands. 
Lord of the Flood, Imperious CHaron ſtands ; 

But rough, begrim'd, and dreadful he appear'd; 

Rude and neglected hung his Length of Beard; 420 
All patch'd and knotted flutters his Attire ; 

His wrathful Eyeballs glare with Sanguine Fire. 

Tho' old, ſtill unimpair d by Years he ſtood, 

And hoary Vigour bleſt the ſurly God. 

Himſelf ſtill ply'd the Oars, his Canvas ſpread, 425 
And in his fable Bark convey'd the Dead. 

Hither, a mighty Crowd, a mingled Hoſt, 
Confus'd, came pouring round the S:zygian Coaſt. 
Men, Matrons, Boys and Virgins, in the Throng, 
With mighty Kings and Heroes march'd along; 430 
And blooming Youths, before their mournful Sires 
Stretch'd out untimely on their Funeral Pyres ; . 
Thick as the Leaves come fluttering from above, 
When cooler Autumn | ſtrips the blaſted Grove ; 
Thick, as the feather'd Flocks, in clole Array, 435 
O'er the wide Fields of Ocean wing their Way, 


When 
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When from the Rage of Winter they repair 


To warmer Suns and more indulgent Air. 

All ſtretch their ſuppliant Hands, and All implore 

The firſt kind Paſſage to the farther Shore. 440 
Now Theſe, now Thoſe he ſingles from the Hoſt, 

And ſome he drives all trembling from the Coaſt. 
The Prince, aſtoniſh'd at the Tumult, cry'd, 

Why crowd ſuch mighty Numbers to the Tide ? 


Why are thoſe favour'd Ghoſts tranſported o'er? 445 


And theſe ſad Shades chas'd backward from the Shore? 


The Full of Days, the $74y/ thus replies; - 
Great Prince, the true Deſcendant of the Skies / 
You ſee Cocytus Stream; the Stygian Floods, 


Thoſe, who neglected on the Strand remain, 

Are all a wretched, poor, unburi'd Train. 

CHaRoN is He, who oer the Flood preſides ; 

And thoſe, Interr'd, who croſs the S:ygian Tides. 

No Mortals paſs the hoarſe-reſounding Wave, 455 
But thoſe who ſlumber in the peaceful Grave. # 
Thus, till a hundred Years have roll'd away, 

Around theſe Shores the plaintive Spectres ſtray. 

That mighty Term expir'd, their Wanderings paſt, 


They reach the long expected Shore at laſt. 469 
1 Struck 


Whoſe awful Sanction binds th' atteſting Gods. 450 
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STRUCK with their Fate, his Steps the Heroe ſtay d, 

And with foft Pity all the Crowd ſurvey d. 

When lol ExucasyPis in the Throng he ſpy d; 

And great OxonTEs once the Lycian Guide; 

Sullen and fad ; for Fate's relentleſs Doom 465 
Deny'd the Chiefs, the Honours of a Tomb; 

Whoſe Galley, whirl'd by Tempeſts round and round, 
Sunk, by a mighty Surge devour'd and drown'd. 
Now drew his Pilot Palinurus nigh, 

Who watching every Star that gilds the Sky, 

_ While from the Libyan Shores his Courſe he keeps, 
From the tall Stern plung'd headlong down the Deeps. 
Penſive his flow Approach the Spectre made, lf 
When, as the Prince had ſcarce his Form ſurvey d | 
Thro' the thick Gloom, he firſt addreſs d the Shade: 475 
What Godhead whelm'd my Friend, our faithful Guide» 
Beneath the Roarings of the dreadful Tide? 

Tell me— for oh! I never could complain, 
Till now, of Phæbus, nor believ'd in vain. _ 
Once he foretold - - (but ah! thoſe Hopes are loſt) 480 
That PALINURAE ſhould reach th' Au/onian Coaſt, 
Safe from the giddy Sterm and rolling Flood ; 
Is this, is this the Promiſe of a God? 


470 


NOR 
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Non PHrotsus, he replies, foretold in vain, 
Nor has a God o'er-whelm'd me in the Main. 485 
No — as I fteerd along the foamy Sea, 
Headlong I fell, and tore the Helm away. 
But by thoſe fierce tumultuous Floods I ſwear, 
For my own Life I never felt a Fear, 
For Your's alone I trembled, leſt the Ship, 490 
Left all at large and bounding o'er the Deep, 
Robb'd of her Helm and long-experienc d Guide, 
Should fink, o'er-whelm'd in ſuch a furious Tide. 
For three long ſtormy Nights Sublime I rode, 
Heav'd by the Southern Tempeſts, o'er the Flood; 49 5 
At early Dawn my Eyes could juſt explore, 
From a tall tow'ring Surge, th' Italian Shore. 
Thus tir'd, the Land I gain by flow Degrees, 
And ſcap'd at length the Dangers of the Seas; 
But Hopes of Prey the Savage Natives led, | 506 
And, while I graſp'd the ſhaggy Mountain's Head, 
(My cumb'rous Veſts yet heavy from the Main,) 
By barbarous Hands thy. helpleſs Friend was ſlain. 
And now by floating Surges am I toſt, 
With every Wind, and daſh'd upon the Coaſt, 505 
* + EY But 
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But by the Light of yon  Etherial Air, 

By thy dead Father and ſurviving Heir, 

© Prince! thy Pity to a Wretch extend; 

And from theſe diſmal Realms enlarge "rig Mien. 
Or to the Velin Port direct thy Way, * s g86 
And in the Ground my breathleſs Body lay: 
Or, if thy Goddeſs-Mother can diſcloſe 

Some Means to fix a Period to my Woes, 

(For ſure uncall'd, unguided by the Gods, 

You durſt not paſs theſe dreadful Seygian Floods) 5 1 5 
Lend to a pining Wretch thy friendly Hand, 

And waft him with thee to the farther Strand | 

Thus, in this diſmal State' of Death, at leaſt 

My wand'ring Soul may lie compos'd in Reſt. 


AND how, reply'd the Dame, could riſe in Man 520 
A With fo impious; or a Thought fo vain! 
Uncall'd, Unbury'd, wouldſt thou venture o'er, 

And view th' Infernal Fiends who guard the dreadful Shore? 
Hope not to turn the Courſe of Fate by Pray'r, 

Or bend the Gods inflexibly ſevere : | 525 
But bear thy Doom content; while I W 

A Beam of Comfort to relieve thy Woes; 


Book VI. VIRGIL's ZANEID. 261 
For know, the Nations bord' ring on the Floods, 
Alarm'd by direful Omens of the Gods, 
In full Atonement of thy Death ſhall reer 530 
A mighty Tomb, and annual Offerings bear. l | 
The Place from Age to Age, renown'd by: Fame, \ 
Still ſhall be known by PaLrinuzus' Name. 
Theſe Words reliev'd his Sorrows, and diſplay d 
A Dawn of Joy to pleafe the penſive Shade. 535 
Now they proceed; but ſoon the Pilot ſpy'd 
The Strangers from the Wood approach the Tide. 
Then to the Godlike Chief, in Wrath he faid, 
Mortal ! whoe'er thou art, in Arms array'd, 
Stand off; approach not; but at Diſtance fay, 540 
Why to theſe Waters dar'ſt thou bend thy Way? 
Theſe are the Realms of Sleep, the dreadful Coaſts 
Of ſable Night and airy gliding Ghoſts. 
No living Mortals o'er the Stream I lead; 
Our Bark is only Sacred to the Dead. e 
Know, I repent I led PIRITHOüsS o'er, 
With mighty Tuzsz us, to the farther Shore; 
That great ALcipes paſt the Sygian Floods ; 
Tho' theſe were Heroes and the Sons of Gods. 
From 


| 
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From PL uTo's Throne, This drag'd in Chains away $59 
_ Hell's triple Porter, trembling, to the Day. 

Thoſe from his lofty Dome aſpir'd to lead 

The beauteous Partner of his Royal Bed. 

To whom the Sacred Dame How vain thy Fear | | 
'Theſe Arms intend no Violence or War. 335 
May the huge Dog, thro' all the Stygian Coaſts, 

Roar from his Den and ſcare the flying Ghoſts; 
Untouch'd and chaſt, PzxszrHone may dwell, 

And with grim P.uTo ſhare the Throne of Hell: 
The Trojan Prince, Entas, far around 560 
For Valour, Arms and Piety renown'd, 

Thro' theſe Infernal Realms decrees to go, 

And meet his Father in the Shades below. 

To bend thy Mind, if ſuch high Virtue fail, 

At leaft this glorious Preſent muſt prevail ; 565 
(Then ſhow'd the Bough, that lay beneath her Veſt) 
At once his riſing Wrath was huſh'd to Reſt; ' 

At once ſtood reconcil'd the rutbleſs God, 

And bow'd with Reverence to the Golden Rod; 
Bow'd, and refus'd his Office now no more, 570 
But turns the fable Veſſel to the Shore; 
Drives from the Deck the flitting Airy Train ; 
Then in the Bark receiv'd the Mighty Man. 


The 
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The feeble Veſſel groans beneath the Load, 
And drinks at many a Leak th' Infernal Flood. 575 
The Dame and Prince at laſt are wafted o'er 
Safe to the Slimy Strand and Oozy Shore. 


Ark v', they firſt grim CeaBEeRvus ſurvey; 
Stretch'd in his Den th'enormous Monſter lay. 
His three wide Mouths, with many a dreadful Yell, 580 
And long, loud Bellowings, ſhook the Realms of Hell: 
Now o'er his Neck the ſtarting Serpents roſe, 
When to the Fiend the Dame a Morſel throws. 
Honey, and Drugs, and Poppy Juices ſteep 
The temper'd Maſs with all the Pow'rs of Sleep. 58 5 
With three huge gaping Mouths, impatient flies 


The growling Savage, and devours the Prize ; 

Then, by the Charm ſubdu'd, he funk away; 

And, ftretch'd o'er all the Cave, the ſlumb'ring Monſter lay. 
The Fiend thus lull'd, the Heroe took the Road, 590 
And left behind th'Irremeible Flood. 

Now, as they enter'd, doleful Screams they hear ; 

And tender Cries of Infants pierce the Ear. 

Juſt New to Life, by too Severe a Doom, 


Snatch'd from the Cradle to the ſilent Tomb! 595 


Next 


{ 
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Next, mighty Numbers crowd the Verge of Hell, 
Who by a partial Charge and Sentence fell. 
Here, by a juſter Lot, their Seats they took; 
The fatal Urn Imperious MiN os ſhook, 
Convenes a Council, bids the Spectres plead, 600 
Rehears the Wretches, and abſolves the Dead. 

Then Crowds ſucceed, who, prodigal of Breath, 
Themſelves anticipate the Doom of Death ; EP 
Tho' free from Guilt, they caſt their Lives away, 

And fad and ſullen hate the Golden Day. 605 
Oh! with what Joy the Wretches now would bear 
Pain, Toil and Woe, to breathe the Vital Air! 
In vain |-by Fate for ever are they bound 

With dire Avzznus and the Lake profound; > 
And Styx with Nine wide Channels roars around. 610, 
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NzxT, open wide the Melancholy Plains, 
Where Lovers pine in everlaſting Pains ; 
Thoſe ſoft conſuming Flames they felt Alive, 


Purſue the Wretches, and in Death ſurvive. 


Here, where thoſe Myrtle Groves their Shades diſplay, 615 
In cover d Walks they paſs their Hours away. 
Ev ADN E, PHE=DRaA, PRO RIS he ſurvey d, 


PASIPHAE next, and LaoDamia's Shade. 
Stabb'd 
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Stabb'd by her Son, falſe EXITRHVILé there Fav 
Points to her Wound, and lays her Boſom bare: 620 
CokNEus, who try d both Sexes, trod the Plain, 

| Now to a Woman chang'd by Fate again. 

With theſe, fair DIDO rang'd the filent Wood, | 
New from her Wound, her Boſom bath'd in Blood ; 
The Chief, advancing thro' the ſhady Scene, 625 


Scarce thro the Gloom diſcern'd the ſullen Queen: 
So the pale Moon ſcarce glimmers to the Eye, 


When firſt ſhe riſes in a clouded Sky. : 
He wept, and thus addreſt her in the Grove, 


With all the melting Tenderneſs of Love; 88 


Tux was it true, that by revengeful Steel, 
stung with Deſpair, unhappy Dipo fell? 
And l, was I the Cauſe of that Deſpair ? 

Yet oh! I vow by every golden Star ; 

By all the Pow'rs th'Etherial Regions know, 635 
By all the Pow'rs that rule the World below, | 
I left your Realm reluctant ; oer the Floods 
Call'd by the Fates, and ſummon'd by the Gods; 

Th' Immortal Gods; -- by whoſe Commands I come 
From yon” bright Realms to this Eternal Gloom: 640 
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Condemn'd the waſtful Deep of Night to tread, 

And paſs theſe doleful Regions of the Dead. 

Ah! could I think, when urg'd by Heav'n to go, 

My Flight would plunge you in the Depth of Woe ! . 
Stay, D1Do, ſtay, and fee from whom you fly! 645 
"Tis from your fond repentant Lover's Eye. 

Turn then One Moment, and my Vows believe, 

The laſt, laſt Moment Fate will ever give! 


Novo nr to theſe tender Words the Fair replies, 
But fixt on Earth her unrelenting Eyes. 650 
The Chief ſtill weeping; with a ſullen Mein, 

In ſtedfaſt Silence, frown'd th'obdurate Queen. 

Fixt as a Rock amidſt the roaring Main, 

She hears him ſigh, implore and plead in vain. 

Then, where the Woods their thickeſt Shades diſplay, 65 5 
From his deteſted Sight ſhe ſhoots away; 

There from her dear SICHAEUS, in the Grove, 
Found all her Cares repaid, and Love .return'd for Love 
Touch'd with her Woes, the Prince, with ſtreaming Eyes 
And Floods of Tears, purſues her as ſhe flies. 660 


Hz NOE he proceeds; and laſt” the Fields appear, 
Where ſtalk d the proud Heroick Sons of War. 


Typus 
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TyDpeus and pale ADrasTvus roſe to Sight, 

With + ATaLanTa's Son renown'd in Fight. 

Here, a long Growd of Chiefs the Prince beheld, 665 
Who fell lamented in the glorious Field, Toe 
His Trojan Friends ;---with Sighs he view'd the Train ; 
Three valiant Sons of ſage Ax r Exo flain : 

Here brave THERSILO Os and GLavcvus ſtood, 
MzDon and PoLyBotTes bath'd in Blood. 670 
Idzus there ſtill glories in Alarms, 

Vaults on his Car and wields his ſhining Arms. 
Eager to view the Chief; on either Hand, 
Rank behind Rank, the airy Warriors ſtand : 
All in their Turn retard the Prince, to know 675 
What urg'd his Journey to the Shades below. 
Not ſo the Kings of Greece--Appall'd, diſmay'd, 
The Hoſtile Chiefs the Godlike Man ſurvey'd 
In Arms that glitter d thro the duſky Shade. 
Some turn'd and fled, aſtoniſh'd at the View 
As when before him to their Fleets they flew. 
Some rais'd a Cry; the flutt'ring Accents hung 
And dy'd imperfe& on the trembling Tongue. 
Here Priam's Son, Dir Hozus, he found; 


| The mangled Youth was one continu'd Wound. 685 
For 
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For now his Face, his beauteous Face appears 
Gaſh'd and diſhonour d with a Thouſand Scars. 
His Hands, Ears, Noſtrils, hideous to furyey | 
The ſtern inſulting Foes had lopp'd away z 
Trembling he ſtood, induſtrious to conceal 

The bloody Traces of the ruthleſs Steel. 

Soon as the Prince diſcern d him, he began, 
And thus deplor'd the miſerable Man: 

O brave Dziexozus | O Chief Divine | 
Sprung from majeſtick Tzuczz's Martial Line; 695 
What fierce barbarian Hands could thus diſgrace 

Thy manly: Figure, and thy beauteous Face? 

In that laſt Night, when II rox ſunk in Flame, 

I heard, brave Warrior! from the Voice of Fame, 

You fell on Heaps of Foes, with Slaughter tir d, 700 
And on the glorious purple Pile expir'd. | 
With Care I rais d on our Rhœtean Coaſt 

| A vacant Tomb, and hail'd thy mighty Ghoſt :. 


Thy Name and Arms adorn the Place around; | 
And, had thy mangled bleeding Corſe been found, 705 
Thy Relicks had repos'd in Trojan Ground. + 


My Friend (replies the Chief) has duly paid, 
All funeral Honours to my penfive Shade; 
ay | «his 
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But theſe dire Woes from fatal Hz xn came; © © 
Theſe are the Triumphs of the Spartan Dame! 710 
For well, too well you know, in what Delight ” os 
We fondly ſpent our laſt deſtructive Night : 

When the vaſt Monſter, big with IL IO xs Doom, 
Tower'd thro' the Town, an Army in the Womb; 

| In folemn Show ſhe bade the Dames advance, 715 
And in diſſembled Orgies led the Dance; 
A flaming Torch ſhe brandiſh'd in her Hand; 

Then from the Tow'r invites the Grecian Band, 

While, worn with Labours I repos'd my Head 

(Ah Wretch ill-fated l) on our Bridal Bed. 720 
My heavy Lids the Dews of Slumber fteep, 
Lull'd in a foft, profound, and death-like Sleep. 
Then from beneath my Head, as tir'd I lay, 

My Loyal Bride conveys my Sword away, 

Removes my Arms, unfolds the Door, and calls 725 
Her Spartan Lord within my Palace Walls ; 

Betrays her Laſt, to pleaſe her Former Spouſe, 

And cancel all the Guilt of broken Vows! 

Fierce they broke in, by dire ULysszs led, 

And baſely flew me in the Bridal Bed. 770 
Hear my juſt Pray'rs, ye Gods | --to Greece repay : 
A Fate like Mine; give all your Vengeance Way | 


But 
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But. Thee, O Prince, what wondrous Fortune led 
Alive, to theſe Dominions of the Dead ? 

Say, did the Will and Counſel of the Gods, 735 
Or the rude Tempeſts and tumultuous Floods, 

Compell thy Courſe from yon' Etherial Light, 

To theſe dark Realms of Everlaſting Night? 


MzanTiME the ſwift-wing d Courſers of the Sun 
Thro' Heav'n full half their fiery Race had run; 740 
And all th'appointed Hours in Talk had paſt, 
But thus the Prieſteſs warn'd the Chief at laſt: 
Lo! Night advances, Prince le waſte away 
In idle Sorrows the Remains of Day. 
ee in two ample Roads, the Way divides; 745 
The Right, direct, our deſtin d Journey guides, 
By PLuTo's Palace, to th Elyfan Plains; ? 
The Left to Tartarus, where, bound in Chains, 
Loud houl the Damn'd in Everlaſting Pains. 1 | 
Diſmiſs thy Wrath, replies the penſive Shade, 750 
But one Word more I then rejoin the Dead : 
Go-—mighty Prince, the promis d Throne aſcend ; 
Go-—but with better Fortune than thy Friend | 
With theſe laſt Accents, to the Warrior Hoſt 
Retires the trembling, melancholy Ghoſt. 755 

| Now 
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Now to the Left, Entas darts his Eyes, 

Where lofty Walls with triple Ramparts riſe. 

There rolls ſwift Phlegetbon, with thund'ring Sound, 
His broken Rocks, and whirls his fiery Surges round. 
On mighty Columns rais d, Sublime are hung 760 
The maſſy Gates, impenetrably ſtrong. 

In vain would Men, in vain would Gods eſſay, 

To hew the Beams of Adamant away. 

Here roſe an Iron Tow'r : Before the Gate, 

By Night and Day, a wakeful Fury fate, 765 
The pale TIsITHO NE; a Robe ſhe wore, 

With all the Pomp of Horror, dy'd in Gore. 

Here the loud Scou rge and louder Voice of Pain, 

The craſhing Fetter and the ratt' ling Chain, 

Scar'd the great Heroe with the frightful Sound, 770 
The hoarſe, rough, mingled Din, that thunders round: 
Oh ! whence that Peal of Groans? what Pains are thoſe ? 
What Crimes could merit ſuch ſtupendous Woes? 


Tnus ſhe---brave Guardian of the Trojan State, 
None that are pure muſt paſs that dreadful Gate. 775 


When 


— 
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When plac'd by HEAT or Avernus' Woods, 
I: learnt the Secrets of thoſe dire Abodes, 
With all the Tortures of the vengeful Gods. 
Here RHaDaManTHUs holds his awful Reign, 
Hears and condemns the trembling Impious Train. 780 
Thoſe hidden Crimes the Wretch till Death ſuppreſt, 
With mingled Joy and Horror in his Breaſt, 
The ſtern dread judge commands him to diſplay; 
And lays the guilty Secrets bare to Day. 
Her Laſh TIs IrHO NE that Moment ſhakes; 785 
The Ghoſt ſhe ſcourges with a Thouſand Snakes ; 
Then to her Aid, with many a thund'ring Yell, 
Calls her dire Siſters from the Gulphs of Hell. 


Now the loud Portals from their Hinges flew, 
And all the dreadful Scene appears in View. 790 
Behold (ſhe cries) what direful Monſter waits 
(Tremendous Form ) to guard the gloomy Gates 
Within, her Bulk more dreadful Hydra ſpreads, 
And hiſſing rears her Fifty tow'ring Heads. 
Full twice as deep the Dungeon of the Fiends, 795 
The huge, Tartarean, gloomy Gulf deſcends | 
Below theſe Regions, as theſe Regions lie 
From the bright Realms of yon' Etherial Sky. 
. „ Here 
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Here roar the Tizan Race, th enormous Birth; 

The antient Offspring of the teeming Farth. 800 

Pierc d by the burning Bolts, of old chey fell, 

And ſtill roll bellowing in the Depths of Hell. 

Here lie th' AL EI aN Twins, in Length diſplay d; 

Stretch d as they lie, the Giants I ſurvey d, 

Who warr'd to drive the Thunderer from Above; 80 3 

And ſtorm'd the Skies, and ſhook the Throne of J ov E. 

There proud SALMoNnEUs, wrapt in Chains an 

Raves in Eternal Agonies of Woe; 

Who mock'd, with empty Sounds and Mimic Rays, 

Heav'n's awful Thunder and the Lightning's Blaze; 8 10 

O' er Elie Walls he tower'd aloft in Air, i | 

Whirl'd by Four Courſers in his rattling Car ; 

A blazing Torch he ſhook; o'er Crowds. he rode ; 

And madly claim'd the Glories of a God. | 

Oer hollow Vaults he laſh'd the Steeds along, 815 
And, as they flew, the brazen Arches rung. 

Vain Fool! to mock the Bolts of Heav'n above, 

And thoſe Inimitable Flames of Jo vel 

But from the Clouds, th'avenging Father aims 

Far other Bolts and undiſſembled Flames. > $20 

Daſh'd from his Car, the Mimic Thunderer fell, 

And in a fiery Whitl-wind plung'd to Hell. at 

Ro Tanzs 
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TuzRE too the mighty Tityus I beheld, 755 
Earth's Giant Son, ſtreteh'd o'er th Infernal Field; 
He cover d Nine large Acres as he lay, 

While with fierce Screams a Vultur tore away | 
His Liver for her Food, and ſcoop'd the ſmoaking Prey; 
Plung'd deep her bloody Beak, nor plung d in vain, 

For ſtill the fruitful Fibres fpring again, 
Swell, and renew th'enormous Monſter's Pain. 830) 
She dwells for ever in his roomy Breaſt, 

Nor gives the roaring Fiend a Moment's Reſt; 

But till th Immortal Prey ſupplies th Immortal Feaſt, 
Need I the Lapirhs' horrid Pains relate, 

Ix10N's Torments, or PII T HOS Pate? 838 
On high a tottering Rocky Fragment ſpreads, 
Projects in Air and trembles Oer their Heads. 
Stretch'd on the Couch, they ſee with longing * 
In Regal Pomp fucceſſive Banquets riſe, 

While lucid Columns, glorious to behold, 840 
Support th Imperial Canopies of Gold. 

The Queen of Furies, a tremendous Gueſt, | 

Sits by their Side, and guards the tempting Feaft, 
Which if they touch, her dreadful Torch ſhe rears, 
Flames in their Eyes, and thunders in their Ears. 


825 
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They that on Earth had low Purſuits in View, 
Their Brethrea hated, or their Parents flew, 
And, ſtill more numerous, they who ſwell'd their Stores 
But ne er reliey'd their Kindred or the Poor, 

Or in a Cauſe Unrighteous fought and bled, 850 
Or periſh'd in the foul Adulterous Bed. 
Or broke the Ties of Faith with baſe Deceit; 
Impriſon'd deep, their deſtin'd Torments wait. 

But what their Torments, ſeek not thou to know, 

Or the dire Sentence of their endleſs Woe. 355 
Some roll a Stone, rebounding down the Hill, 
Some hang ſuſpended on the whisling Wheel; 
There THESEUS groans in Pains that ne'er expire, 
Chain'd down for ever in a Chair of Fire. 

There PREEOG VAS feels unutterable Woe, 860 
And roars inceſſant thro the Shades below; 
Be juſt, ye Mortals! by theſe Torments awd, 
Theſe dreadful Torments, not to ſcorn a God. 
This Wretch his Country to a Tyrant fold, 
And barter'd glorious Liberty for Gold. 

Laws for a Bribe He paſt, but paſt in vain, 
For thoſe ſame Laws a Bribe repeal'd again. 
This Wretch by hot prepoſterous Luſt was led, 

To climb —_ violate his Daughter's Bed. G 

Nn 2 | To 
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To ſome enormous Crimes they all alpir d; $70 
All feel the Torments that thoſe Crimes requir' at +. 


Had I a hundred Mouths, a hundred Tongues, 
A Voice of Braſs, and Adamantine Lungs, 


Not half the mighty Scene could 1 diſcloſe, 
Repeat their Crimes, or count their dreadful Woes | 8 75 


Thus ſpoke the Prieſteſs of the | God of Day; 1 

| And, haſte, ſhe cry'd; to Hell's great Empreſs pay * 

The deſtin'd Preſent, and purſue thy Way. | | 

For lol the high CycLorzan Walls are near, | 

| 1 And in full View the Maſſy Gates appear. 880 
1 On theſe the Gods enjoin thee to beſtow 


* I ̃ be facred Offering of the Golden Bough. 
This ſaid, they journey d thro* the ſolemn Gloom, 
| And reach'd at length the proud Imperial Dome: 
With eager Speed his Courſe the Heroe bore, 885) 


With living Streams his Body ſprinkled o err, ; 
*"» And fixt the' glittering Preſent on the Door. I 
F Theſe Rites compleat, they reach the flowery Plains, 
The verdant Groves where endleſs Pleaſure reigns. 
x Here glowing iber ſhoots a purple Ray, 890 
4 And o'er the Region pours a double Day. | 
5 From Sky to Sky th' unweary d Splendor runs, 
4 And nobler Planets roll round brighter Suns. 
hq Wy | 5 Some 
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Some wreſtle on the Sands ; and Some, in Play 

And Games Heroick, paſs the Hours away. 895 
Thoſe raiſe the Song Divine, and Theſe advance 

In meaſur'd Steps to form the Solemn Dance. 

There OreHEvs, graceful in his long Attire, 

In Seven Divifions ſtrikes the founding Lyre ; Wy 
Acroſs the Chords the quivering Quill he flings, . 900 
Or with his flying Fingers ſweeps the Strings. 

Here Tzucgr's antient Race the Prince ſurveys, 

The Race of Heroes born in happier Days : 

ILvs, As$8ARAcus in Arms rever'd, | 
And Troy's great Founder DaxzDdanus ann 905 
Before him ſtalk d the tall Majeſtic Train, , 2 
And pitch'd their idle Lances on the Plain. 

Their Arms and airy Chariots he beheld ; 
The Steeds unharneſs'd graz'd the flowery Field. = 
Thoſe pleaſing Cares the Heroes felt, Alive, 910 | 
For Chariots, Steeds and Arms, in Death ſurvive. 15 
Some on the Howery Plains were ſtretch'd along; Fe 


Sweet to the Ear, their tuneful Pæans rung. a . 
Others beneath a Laurel Grove were laid, 3 
And joyful feaſted in the fragrant Shade. 91 5, 


Here, glittering thro' the Trees, his Eyes lurrexy 
The Streams of Po deſcending from the Pay. 
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Here a bleſt Train advance along the Meads, 
And Snowy Wreaths adorn their graceful Heads : 
Patriots who periſh'd for their Country's Right, 920 
Or Nobly triumph'd in the Field of Fight : 

There, holy Prieſts, and ſacred Poets ſtood, 
Who ſung with all the Raptures of a God: 
Worthies, who Life by uſeful Arts reſm d, 
With thoſe, who leave a deathleſs Name behind, Rs 
Friends of the World, and Fathers of Mankind | 


Tuts ſhining Band the Pricſteſs thus addreſt, 

But chief Muſeus, tow'ring o'er the reft; 

So high the Pvet's Tofty Stature fpreads = 

Above the Train, and overtops their Heads 930 
Say, happy Souls! and thou, bleſt Poet, ſay, | 
Where dwells Ancx1szs, and direct our Way? 

For Him we took the dire Infernal Road, 
And ſtem'd huge Acheron's tremendous Flood. 
To whom the Bard---Unfettled we remove, 935 
As Pleaſure calls, from verdant Grove to Grove ; 
 Stretch'd on the flowery Meads, at Eaſe we lie, 
And hear the Silver Rills run bubbling by. 
Come then, aſcend this Point, and hence furvey 
By yon Deſcent an open eafy Way. 
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He ſpoke, then ſtalk'd before; and from the Brow 
Points out the ſmiling flowery Fields below, 

They leave the proud Aerial Height again, 

And pleas'd bend downward to the bliſsful Plain. 


ANxCHIsEs there, the Heroe's Sire Divine, 
Deep in the Vale had rang'd his glorious Line; 
Rank behind Rank, his joyful Eyes ſurvey 
The Chiefs in bright Succeſſion riſe to Day. 
He counts th IIluſtrious Race with ſtudious Cares, 


Their Deeds, their Fates, their Victories — 950 


Soon as his lovd EN EAS he beheld, 

His dear, dear Son, advancing o'er the Field ; 

| Eager he ſtretch'd his longing Arms, and ſhed 

A Stream of Tears, and thus with Tranſport ſaid : 


Then has thy long-try'd pious Love ſurpaſt 955 


The dreadful Road, to meet thy Sire at laſt ? 
Oh! is it given to ſee, nor ſee alone, 
But hear, and anfwer to my Godlike Son ? 

This I preſag' d, indeed, as late I ran 

O'er Times and Seaſons; nor preſag'd in vain. 960 
From what ſtrange Lands, what ftormy Seas and Skies 
Returns my Son, to bleſs my longing Eyes? 


How 


945 


Swift as the Wind, with momentary Flight, 975 
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How did my anxious Mind your Danger mh. 
Then, when in Carthage you indulg d your Love! 


7 
* 


Your Shade, the Prince replies, your angry Shade, 965 
In many a frightful Viſion I ſurvey'd. 
By your Beheſt I came to theſe Abodes ; 
My Fleet lies anchor d in the Taſcan Floods : 
Give me, OF ather ! give thy Hand, nor ſhun' 
The dear Embraces of a duteous Son.  _ | 970 
While yet he ſpoke, the tender Sorrows riſe, 
And the big Drops run trickling. from his Eyes. 
Thrice round his Neck his eager. Arms he threw ; 
Thrice from his empty Arms the Phantom flew, 


Swift as a fleeting Viſion of the Night, 
Meantime the Heroe ſaw, with wondering Eyes, 
Deep in a Vale a waving Foreſt riſe : 
Throꝰ thoſe ſequeſter d Scenes ſlow Lethe glides, 
And in low Murmurs lulls her lumbering Tides; 980 
Unnumber'd Ghoſts around the Waters throng, 
And ofer the Brink the Airy Nations hung. 
So-to the Meads in glowing Summer pour 
The cluſtering Bees, and rifle every Flow'r: 

. . „ 
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O'er the ſweet Lillies hang the buſy Swarms 3 985 


The Fields remurmur to the deep Alarms. 
Struck with the Sight, the Prince aſtoniſh'd ſtood; 


Oh! Say, why throng fuch Numbers. to - the F od 

Or what the Nature of the wondrous Tide, 

And who the Crowds ?--to whom the Sire reply'd: 990 
To all thoſe Souls who round the River wait, 

New Mortal Bodies are decreed by Fate. 

To yon' dark Streams the gliding Ghoſts repair, 

And quaff deep Draughts of long Oblivion there. 

How have I wiſh'd before Thee to difplily 995 
Theſe my Deſcendants, ere they riſe to Day * 

Thus ſhalt thou Latium find with double Joy, 

Since Fate has fixt th' Eternal Throne of Troy.-- 

O Father Say, can Heavenly Souls repair 

Once more to Earth, and breathe the Vital Air? 1006 
What! — can they covet 112 Corporeal Chain? 

Gods | can the Wretches long for Life again [-- 
Attend, he cry'd, while I unfold the Whole, 

And clear theſe Wonders that - amaze thy Soul. 

Then the great Sire the Scheme before him lays, 1 oo 
And thus each awful Secret he diſplays: 7 05 


Oo Know 
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| Know firſt, a Spirit, with an active Flame, 
Fills, feeds, and auimates the mighty. Frame; 
Runs thro the Watry Worlds, the Fields of Air, 

The pondrous Barth, the Depths of Heaw'n; and there 
Shines. in the Sun and Moon, and every golden Star. 
Thus, mingling with the Maſs, the general Soul 

Lives in the Parts, and agitates the Whole. 

From that Celeſtial Energy began 

The Low-brow'd, Brute; ch Imperial Race of Manz 1025 
The painted Birds whe wing th Aerial Plain, 

And all the mighty Monſters of the: Min. 

Their Souls at finſt from high Ohunßus came; g 
And, if. not blunted. by the Mental Frame; [ 
Th' Etherial Fines. would ever burn the Same | 1520 
But white: on Earth; by Earch-born Paſſions toſt, 

The Heavenly Spirits lie extinct and loſt; 
Nor ſteal. One Glance, before their Bodies dis, 

F rom thoſe dark; Dungeons: to their native Sky. 

Ev'n when; thoſe Bodies are to Death: reſign'd, 1025 
Some: old inherent Spots are leſt behind; 
A ſullying Tincturs of Corpareal. Stains 
Deep in the Subſtance of the Soul remains. 


Thus 
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Thus are her Splendors dimm d, and cruſted oer 
With thoſe dark Vices, that ſhe knew before. IO 30 
For this the Souls a various Penance pay, 

To purge the Taint of former Crimes away: | 

Some in the ſweeping Breezes are refin'd, 

And hung on high to whiten in the Wind: 


Some cleanſe their Stains beneath the guſhing Streams, 10 3 5 


And Some riſe glorious from the ſearching Flames. 
Thus All muſt ſuffer; and, thoſe Sufferings paſt, 

The clouded Minds are purify'd a 4 

But when the circling Seaſons, as they coll, 

Have cleans'd the Drofs long-gather'd round the Soul ; 1040 
When the Celeſtial Fire, Divinely bright, 

Breaks forth Victorious in her Native Light; 

Then We, the choſen Few, Elyſium gain, 

And here expatiate on the bliſsful Plain. 
But thoſe thin Airy Throngs thy Eyes behold, 1045 
When o'er their Heads a Thouſand Years have roll'd, 
In mighty Crowds to yon' Lethean Flood 

Swarm at the potent Summons of the God; 

There the deep Draught of dark Oblivion drain; ] 
Then they deſire New Bodies to obtain, 1050 


And viſit Heaven's Etherial Realms again. 


- This 
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This ſaid, he, ceas' d; and, led their Steps along 


Thro the loud Tumult of th' Atrial Throng; 
Then climb'd a Point, and every Face deſcry d, 


As the huge Train preſt forward to the Tide: 1035 


Now hear, while I diſplay our Race Divine, 


And the long Glories of our Dardan Line, 


The noble Roman Heroes, who ſhall riſe 

From Trojan Blood, Succeſſive, to the Skies. 

This mighty Scene of Wonders 1 relate, 1060 
And open all thy glorious future Fate. 511 
Firſt then behold yon' blooming Youth appear, 

That Heroe leaning on his ſhining Spear 

This the laſt Son, thy» hoary Age ſhall grace, 


Thuy firſt brave Offspring of the Latian Race; 1065 


From fair Lavinia in the Groves he ſprings, 
A King, and Father of a Race of Kings; 


SyTvius his Name; proud ALB A ſhall he Way 


And to his Sons th Imperial Pow'r convey. 
See! where the Youth, already wing d to riſe, 1070 
Stands on the Verge of Life, and claims the Skies. 

PRO As the next Behold, a Chief Divine, 
PRO As the Glory of the Trojan Line; 


Caps 
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Corrs and Nutro there pant for Fame; Y 
There a new $SyYLv1Ivs bears thy mighty Name; 1075 
Like Thee, Juſt, Great and Good, for Valour known, 
The Chief ſhall mount th' Imperial Alban Throne. 
What Strength each Youth diſplays? but who are Thoſe 
With Civic Crowns around their manly Brows ? 

By thoſe ſhall Gag ii and NomenTUum riſe, 1080 
And proud Collatian Tow'rs invade the Skies. 

Then Faunus Town with Turrets ſhall be crown'd, 
And fair FI DENA ſtretch her Ramparts round. 

Then Bora too ſhall riſe, of mighty Fame; 
Unpeopled now they lie, and Lands without a Name | 108 5 
Bright IL IA, ſprung from Trojan Blood, ſhall bear 
Lon' Glorious Heroe to the God of War: 

Behold great Rom vu LUS, her Victor Son; 

Whoſe Sword reſtores his Grandſire to the Throne. 

Lo | from his Helmet what a Glory: plays! 1090 
And ] ove's own' splendors round his Temples blaze. 
From this brave Prince, Majeſtic Rome ſhall riſe; 

The boundleſs Earth, her Empire ſhall comprize ; ; | 
Her Fame and Valour tow'r above the Skies | 

Seven ample Hills th' Imperial City grace, 1095 
Who nobly glories in her Martial Race; : 


Proud 


$ SYLvius ZANEAs. 
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Proud of her Sons, ſhe lifts her- Head on high ; 
Proud, as the mighty Mother of the Sky, — 
When thro' the Phyygian Towns, Sublime in Air, 
She rides Triumphant in her golden Car, 1190 
Crown'd with a nodding Diadem of Tow'rs; 
And counts her Offspring, the Celeſtial Pow rs, 
A ſhining Train, who fill the bright Abodes, 
A Train Succeſſive of a Hundred Gods ! = 
Turn, turn thine Eyes] Sce here thy Race Divice, I105 
Behold thy own Imperial Roman Line: 
Czar, with all the Fulian Name, Survey ; 
Sec where the glorious Ranks aſcend to Day - 
This---This is He The Chief ſo long foretold ? 
To bleſs the Land where SarUrn rul'd of old, 1110 
And give the Latian Realms a Second Age of Gold ! ; 
The promis d Prince, Aucusrus the Divine, 
Of Cxsak's Race, and Jovs's Immortal Line | 
ona mighty Chief his Empire thall extend 

er Indian Realms, to Earth's remoteſt End. 12175 
= Hero's rapid Victories out- run | 
The Year's whole Courſe, the Stars, and Journeys of the Sun | 
Where, high in Air, huge ArTuas' Shoulders rife, 


gh th Etherial * and prop the ralling Skies! 
He 
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He comes !--He comes |-proclaim'd by every God! 1120 
Nitz hears the Shout, and ſhakes in every Flood. 1 
Proud As 14 flies before his dire Alarms, 
And diſtant Nations tremble at his Arms. 

So many Realms not great AED ES paſt, 

Not, when the brazen-footed Hind he chas'd, rizg 
O'er ExymanTiHus Steeps the Boar purfe'd ; 6 
Or drew the huge Lernean Monſter's Blood. 
Nor Bacchus fuch a Length of Regions knew, 
When on his Car the God in Triumph flew, 
And ſhook the Reins, and urg'd the fiery Wheels, 1730 
Whirl'd by ſwift Tygers down the Indian Hills. — = 
And doubt we yet, by Virtuous Deeds: to riſe, 

When Fame Immortal is the certain Prize? 

Riſe, Riſe, my Son; thy Latian Foes o'ercome. Þ 
Riſe, the great Founder of Majeſtic Rome I rr2 5 


Bur who that + Chief, who erownid with Olive ſands; 
And holds the ſacred Relicks in his Hands? 
I know the pious Naman King from far, 
The Silver Beard, and Venerable Hair; 
Call'd: from his: little: barren Field away, 1140 
To Pomp of Empire: anch the Regal Sway. e 
80 Tubus 
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T ULLUs the next ſucceeds whoſe loud Alarms 

Shall rouze the flumbring Sons of Rome to Arms. 
Inſpir d by Him, the ſoft unwarlike Train 

Repeat their former Triumphs o'er again. 1145 


Lo Axcus there Uthe giddy Crowd he draws, 

And ſwells too much with Popular Applauſe. 

Now wou'dſt thou Taxquin's haughty Race behold, 

Or fierce avenging Ba Urs, brave and bold? | 

See the ſtern Chief ſtalk awful o'er the Plain, 1150 

The glorious Chief, who breaks the Tyrant's Chute? 

He to his Ax ſhall proud Rebellion doom, | 

The Firſt great Conſul of his reſcud Rome | 

His Sons (who arm, the Tarquins to maintain, „ $61 
5 And fix Oppreſſion in the Throne again,) 1155 

He nobly yields to Juſtice, in the Cauſe 

Of ſacred Liberty and righteous Laws. 

Tho' harſh th'unhappy Father may appear, 

The udge compells the Sire to be Severe; 

And the fair Hopes of Fame the Patriot move, 1160 

To fink the Private in the Public Love. ven 


Lixz Him, To RGUAT us, for ſtern Juſtice known, 
Dooms to the Ax his brave Victorious Son. 
6 Fa Behold 
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Behold the D Rus! prodigal of Blood | 3 
The Dzc11 dying for their Country's Good | 1165 | 
Behold- Camitius there; that Chief ſhall come Ws 
With Four proud Triumphs to Imperial Rome. 
Lo! in bright Arms two Spirits riſe to Sight! 270 
How ſtrict their Friendſhip in the Realms of Night F 
How fierce their Diſcord when they ſpring to Light! 1170 
How furious in the Field will Both appear | 
With what dire Slaughter! What a Waſte of War! 
Impetuous to the Fight the Father pours _ 
From the ſteep Alps, and tall Ligurian Tow'rs. 
The Son, with Servile Monarchs in his Train, 1175 
Leads the whole Eaſtern World, and ſpreads the Plain 
Oh ! check your Wrath, my Sons; the N ations | pare ; 
And fave your Country from the Woes of War ; 
Nor in her ſacred Breaſt, with Rage abhorr'd, 
So fiercely plunge her own Vidtorious Sword! 1180 
And thou, be thou the Firſt ; thy Arms reſign, | 
Thou, my great Son, of Jov z's Celeſtial Line 1 
+ Yon' Chief ſhall vanquiſh all the Grecian Pow'rs, 
And lay in Duſt the proud Citinthian Tow rs, : 


% 


Drive to the Capitol his gilded Carr, 11185 
And grace the Triumph with the Spoils of War | | 
P p * "That | | 


+ Q. Cogcitiivs METELLUS, 


* 
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OCercome 4 th' EACIAN King, of Race Divine, 
Sprung from the great ACHILLES glorious Line; 1190 
Avenge MIN RAVAS violated Fane, 4 
And the great Spirits of thy Fathers ſlain. 
What Tongue, Juſt Caro, can thy Praiſe forbear ? 
Or each brave Scieto's noble Deeds declare, 
Africk's dread Foes; Two Thunderbolts of War | 1193 
Who can the bold Fapzicivs Worth — 

In Pride of Poverty, Divinely great; 

Call d by his bleeding Country's Voice, to come 

From the rude Plow, and rule Imperial Nome 

Tir'd as I am the glorious, Roll to trace, 120 
Where am I ſuatch d by the long Fabian Race! 

See where the $ Patriot ſhines, whoſe prudent ' Care 


Preſerves his Country by protracted Warl--- 


The Subject Nations, with a happier Grace, 
From the rude Stone may call the Mimic Face, (2064 
Or with new Life inform the breathing Braſs : 
Shine at the Bar, deſcribe the Stars on high, 
The. Motions, Laws, and * of * * | 
} T. Quinctrvs Wave | 


F Pnirir, King of Macedon. 
8 Q. Fazivs Maximus. 
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And the proud Scat of AAUu⁰h,j4teé»e Reign, 
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Be this Your nobler Praiſe, in Times to come, 
Theſe Your Imperial Arts, ye Sons of Rome! 1210 
O'er diſtant Realms to ſtretch Your awful Sway, 

To bid Thoſe Nations tremble and obey ; 

To cruſh the Proud, the Suppliant Foe to rear, 

To give Mankind the Peace, or ſhake the World with War !- 
He ſaid—awhile their raviſh'd Eyes admire 1215 
The wondrous Scenes: hen thus proceeds the Sire : 

See] where MaxcEiius towers above the Train, 
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And bears che Regal Trophies from the Plain. 


Endanger d Nome ſhall bleſs his Guardian Care, 
And ſtand Unſhaken in a Storm of War. 1220 
Carthage and Gaui the Hero's Might ſhall prove, 
The Third who hangs th' Imperial Spoils to Jo v s.— 
With Him the Trojan Prince a Youth beheld 

In ſhining Arms advancing o'er the Field; 
A beauteous Form ; but Clouds his Front ſurround, 1 2 2 5 
And his dim Eyes were fixt upon the Ground. 
Say, who that Youth (he cries) O ercaſt with Grief; 
The Youth who follows that Victorious Chief? 
His Son ? or one of his Illuſtrious Line? 
What Numbers erewdgand ſhout aroundtheFormDivinc?1 230 
His Port how Noble! how Auguſt his Fame! 
How Like the Former! and how Near the Same! 


RE 2 But 
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But gloomy” Shades bis penſive Brows Gerſpread, 


And a dark Cloud involves his beauteous Head. 
| Seek not, my Son, replies the Sire, to know 1235 
(And, as he ſpoke, the guſhing SOITOWS flow,) 


What Woes the Gods to thy Deſcendants doom, 
What endleſs Grief to every 8on of Rome! 


| This Youth. on Earth the 'Fates. but juſt diſplay, y 
| And ſoon, too ſoon, they ſnatch the Gift away | I 240 | 


Had Rome for ever held the glorious Prize, 

Her Bliſs had rais'd the Envy of the Skies! 

Oh1 from the Martial Field what Cries ſhall come 
What Groans ſhall echo thro the Streets of Rome 
How ſhall old Tyber, from his Oozy Bed, 1245 
In that ſad Moment rear his Reverend Head, | 
The length' ning Pomp and Funeral to ſurvey, 


When by the mighty Tomb he takes his mournful Way ! 
A Youth of nobler Hopes ſhall never riſe, 


Nor glad like him the Latian Fathers Eyes: 12 50 


And Rome, proud Rome ſhall boaſt, ſhe never bore, 


From Age to Age, ſo brave a Son before 
Honour and Fame, alas | and antient Truth 


Revive and die with that Illuſtrious Youth | 


In yan embattled. Troops his Arms oppoſe yt. 3 Buy 55 
In every Field he tames his Country's Foes, S 


iche 
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Whether on Foot he marches in his Might, 

Or ſpurs his fiery Courſer to the Fight. 

Poor pitied Youth | the Glory of the State 

Oh] cou'dſt. thou ſhun the dreadful Stroke of F ate, 1260 
Rome ſhou'd in Thee behold, with raviſh'd Eyes, 
Her Pride, her Darling, her Marcellus riſe | 
Bring fragrant Flow'rs, the whiteſt Lillies bring, 
With all the purple Beauties of the Spring; 
Theſe Gifts at leaſt, theſe Honours ſhall be paid 
To the dear Youth, to pleaſe his penſive Shade --- 
Thus, while the wondrous Scenes employ their Sight, 
They rove with Pleaſure in the F ields of Light. 
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1265 


Wur x the great Sire had taught his Son the Whole, 


And with the Roman Glories fir d his Soul; 
Next to the liſtning Heroe he declares 
His Toils in LATION, and ſucceſſive Wars; 


Gives him their Nations and their Towns to know, 
And how to ſhun, or ſuffer every Woe. 


1270 


— 


Two Gates the ſilent Courts of Sleep adorn, 
That of pale Ivory, This of lucid Horn. | 
Thro' This, true Viſions take their airy Way, 
Thro' That, falſe Phantoms mount the Realms of Day. 
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1 Then, ficering by the Strand, he 
And to Gals i Port -direds his Way. 
. There — dig crooked 
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